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Compatibility is perhaps the key that unlocks the door to success. 
Beyond the door ability, stamina, and initiative weave themselves into the 
pattern that is success. However, there must be a beginning; until the art 
of a tactful word and smile is achieved one can progress no further. But 
when these are mastered the battle is half over and preparations for the 
step over the threshold can begin, for now one has the aid of a friend. 
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THREE NIGHTS HAVE I 


Cloud nights are the gray fog 
and rain nights . . . 

With stinging, curling mists. 

Unearthly, mystical people and 
animals 

dance and cavort, and run with 
sudden fright — 

away from the glimmering golden 
streetlight. 

Star nights are the crisp, exuberant 
nights, 

with sharply defined shadows, and 
glittering noises, and dancing lights 
wheeling around the sky, caught for 
a while as ornaments on the obsidian 
trees, that crackle in the glacial breeze. 

Moon nights are the silver nights, when 
all is filled -with a soft blue light. 

Ghost people walk through phlox-filled 
gardens that froth with glistening 
white petals, 

while the twinkling leaves of white 
birch trees reflect their silver songs, 
and the moon swoops above the cavorting 
meadows. 


Stephanie Healey, '57 



THOUGHTS 

There is a leaf that 
Clings to a vine outside 
A window. 

The rains spatter it, 

The wind blows it, 

The sun warms it, 

And the frost kills it. 

Is life like that leaf : 

Does it cling to a vine 
With grasping tentacles, 

Absorbing all it can from 
The roots until it is forced 
By the cruel elements of the 
World to wither and die? 

Have you seen a leaf tossed around by the 
Wind? 

Have you seen a life raked into a heap and 
Burned with the rest? 


Ginny Brown, ’57 


THE OFT REPEATED DREAM 


Long before she knew the meanings of the words she spoke, Sarah 
firmly announced that she wanted to be someone. She wanted to be great — 
to be applauded and recognized ; she wanted her star to shine long after she 
herself had departed. 

At the age of seven, she appeared in a short class play, and it was then 
and there that she decided her field. She was to be an actress In fact, Sarah 
already thought that she was, but her task was to prove it to the critics of 
the nation. 

Her early years passed normally enough. In outward appearance she 
went through phases of being passionately interested, and then decidedly 
uninterested in her chosen profession. To herself, she vowed daily she would 
be like no one else. She would have no part of being married right after 
high school or college and devoting the rest of her life to bringing up whiny 
babies the correct way. That was a waste of time — a method used by 
average people to show they had no talent — no greatness, and so they must 
surrender to the dullness of the “common life.” 

At the age of nineteen, life really began for Sarah when she went to try 
her luck in the vastness of New York with another hopeful to-be actress, 
Ruth Williams. Although Ruth’s career was to be only an interlude before 
marriage, the two girls got along well and set up a tiny apartment on the 
top floor of a rundown boarding house, "and began as do so many others — 
making the rounds of producers’ offices. It was soon obvious that more mo- 
ney than money from home was going to be necessary to make ends meet, 
and so the two of them got jobs as waitresses in a fashionable restaurant. 
It was there that Sarah met Brian, at that time just beginning as a buyer 
for a small time department store. It is indescribable just what it was that 
drew the two of them together, for, as a rule, Sarah had nothing to do with 
those who could not help her in any way. Ruth, on the other hand, was a 
friend to everyone, and it is probable that Sarah would not have gotten 
along at all without Ruth’s being there to help when the going got rough. 

Eventually, as it it is with all truly great people, Sarah got her break. Out 
of the blue she was cast as the lead in Don Michael’s great play “Forty- 
Second Street.” When the play closed three and a half years later, Sarah was 
on top. She had offers pouring in with material written especially for her. 
Of course, by this time she had moved from her cold water flat and was liv- 
ing in a swank apartment on Park Avenue. She no longer lived with Ruth. 
Although still friends, Ruth had had to move out when success moved in on 
Sarah. But Brian was still around. They quarreled bitterly and constantly 
over Sarah’s attitude on life, yet Brian continued to wait, sincerely be- 
lieving that the greed of power would one day pass, and they could be 
together. 

It was the night after Sarah had been signed to do the lead in “Home- 
ward Angels” that Brian asked her to give it all up and marry him. Sarah 
was shocked. “Do you think I have worked and slaved so long and so hard 
to give it all up and marry you ? Don’t you realize that if this play is a suc- 
cess, it just might be possible that I would be awarded the Hadrean Award, 
an honor going to only the greatest in the world? How could you possibly 


think -that I would give all that up just because I was fond of you?” It hit 
Brian hard. She would never change. It was over he had better end things 
now than string along for years searching for something that Sarah could 
never give him. A memory passed through his mind from his early days with 
Sarah, but he said nothing as he stood to take her home. 

It was two and a half years before saw Brian again. She had just fi- 
nished an interview with the New York Press. In two days she was to be 
presented with the Hadrean Award in a tremendous ceremony honoring her 
success in her new play. She was now, without a doubt, someone. She was 
recognized and applauded. She had everything. There was a knock on her 
door. When she looked up it was to see Brian and Ruth standing before her. 
There was a beautifully strange and exciting look in Ruth’s eye as she said, 
“We just came by to congratulate you on your coming award, and to tell 
you that we were married last night. We are leaving on the ten-thirty plane 
for Bermuda tonight. We wanted you to be the first to know, Sarah. Isn’t it 
funny how life works out in the end. Our dreams both came true, and at 
just about the same time.” Sarah nodded vaguely, murmured “Congratula- 
tions”, and excused herself as the second knock told her she was on in “five.” 

Out in the wings she stole a glance at the audience, and a lonely and 
panicky feeling came rushing over her. What had she done to her life ? She 
thought of Ruth and she thought of herself. What did she really have, what 
had she really accomplished. Was it worth it, that oft repeated dream? She 
choked down the sob that surged up in her throat, and walked blindly out 
onto the stage — oblivious of the cheers that crashed around her. 

Julie Eiseman, ’57 


THE ENGINE 

Thump, Thump, Thump. 

A mighty engine is 
Steadily at work. 

First day, then night, 

Its hard job never ends. 

A constant fight to supply and feed 
The hungry cells that cry in need. 

Upstairs and downstairs 
Go buckets of fresh food ; 

A series of pumping and refilling 
Occupy each interlude. 

Can one guess what 
This great engine is? 

It lies in one’s own body — 

The ever-faithful heart. 


Charlotte Marsh, ’58 


LIFE IS OFTEN LIKE THE SEASONS 



When all around the wind did blow, my troubles did begin. Even through 
a big full coat I still could feel the cold. It encompassed my life like a Man- 
of-War, whose tentacles grasped each unpleasant event. My health could not 
endure this bitterness, and therefore I was sent to bed. My work mounted 
up, for I could not concentrate. It was depressing to look out the window and 
see the dark sky above. It was a long, hard winter ahead. Oh, how I wished 
that I were home to discuss my thoughts with the family. 


Now, as I climb the hill, the grass is greener. The goldfinch is singing 
a song filled with gaiety. The daffodils have started to rise above the soft, 
rich land. I too would like to make a fresh start with this new season ahead. 
Spring is here and I feel much happier. My mind feels so clear and fresh 
like the weather. As I look across the field, from the top of the hill, I see 
that marvelous place, home. 


Sally Cessna, ’57 


THE LAST FIVE HOURS 


I drove into the town. The main street — in fact the only street — was 
lined with tiny, junky, little curio shops with large signs proclaiming “Real 
Indian Jewelry”, Handmade Pottery and Rugs” to lure in the gullible and 
not-too-smart-tourists. 

Much relieved, I passed the main tourist center and drew closer to the 
middle of the town. To the right was the Penny Arcade, still strewn with the 
rubbish of the night before. Far down the row of closed booths, I caught a 
glimpse of a little guy sweeping up the trash into a large heap. A little 
further on was the bar and grill section. The lights on their gaudy signs 
were off, and it was hard to believe that a few hours ago this had been the 
section of a number of noisy — perhaps I should say raucous — parties. A 
few dingy restaurants were opening up and the owners of the souvenir shops 
were preparing for the daily tourist trade. 

Almost the only sound, besides the steady swish of cars rushing by, 
was that of a tinny piano banging out “The Music Goes Round and Round”. 
It was coming from the Spot Bar and Grill a few blocks up the street. That’s 
where I worked — at least for a few days. 

Our radio station was covering the piano marathon up there, and I had 
been assigned along with two other men to report on how Bill Myers — that’s 
the aspirant for the world’s record in piano-playing — was doing. 

It was the last day of the grueling contest and everyone was pretty 
tense. Bill wasn’t though. After four days and nights of pounding out tunes, 
he was almost as energetic as when he started. 

This Spot Grill really wasn’t much. Run-of-the-mill. Dark green walls 
in the dance floor and booth section, and veneered oak in the bar on the 
other side of the partition. An overhead fan blew dusty, hot air on all 
below. 

Like I said, the Spot wasn’t too much, but I suppose the reason why it 
was so popular was that it had “atmosphere”, though I failed to feel any. 

Over at one side of the dance floor stood the old upright with a tall, 
lanky man with bright red hair and an unusually long nose playing “Sweet 
Georgia Brown”. 

“Hi, Bill,” I said gaily. 

“Hi, John. How are ya?” acknowledged Bill, without missing a beat in 
the music. 

I walked over to the announcer on duty and relieved him of the job. 
He looked pretty tired. Beside his chair was an ashtray overflowing with 
cigarette butts, some only half-smoked; a cup of cold, muddy coffee; and a 
highball glass filled with melting ice cubes. 

I looked at my watch. It was almost eight. Just a few minutes for me to 
grab a cup of java and then begin my hourly report on how things were. 

I clicked on the mike. 

“This is John Bradley at the Spot Grill here in Manitou bringing to you 
the reports of this fabulous piano marathon by Bill Myers. 


How do you feel now, Bill.” I addressed the piano player, who was en- 
joying his five minute hourly break. 

“Fine, just fine, John,” he said in the cliche-type answer of all people 
who are asked this question. “It hasn’t been hard at all. So far I feel 0. K.” 

“This makes the end of your 94th hour?” 

“95th,” he corrected. 

I said goodbye to Bill and left him to enjoy a cigarette and a fast cup or 
two of coffee while I urged all the listeners to come down and see this great 
event. 

I shut off the mike and went back to my breakfast. What an easy job ! 
Once an hour I gave, reports or an interview, and the rest of the time sat 
around talking — mostly to Bill to keep his morale up. 

I looked out the window. The daily traffic jam was just beginning to 
pile up. 

Tourists, all tourists. Many were wearing billed hats and dark glasses 
with gaudy Hawaiian shirts. The women looked even worse. Mostly middle- 
aged in slacks and faded plaid shirts, and wearing what they felt was appro- 
priate — ten-gallon hats ! Kids were rushing around the cars and playing 
catch. Most of them were wearing tattered jeans and plain, bright shirts. 

The scene was always the same. Every tourist looked alike and soon 
even watching the kids and listening to them became boring. 

I walked back over to where Bill was and slipped down into a chair. 
“Anything much happen last night?” I asked. 

He began to play “St. Louis Blues”. “Not much. Real big crowd, though. 
Most of ’em didn’t leave until about two this morning. Come to think of it, 
there was a little excitement. Cops had to break up a brawl down at the Loop 
around midnight. That’s about it, though.” 

We continued shooting the breeze for a while. Then I noticed it was al- 
most nine — another report. 

A crowd had begun to gather, so I decided to give Bill a little privacy 
and get the opinions of the people. Pretty boring, but it was always good as 
a time-filler. 

I snapped the mike on, gave the usual introduction, and approached a 
burly man of about fifty, who was standing at the edge of the group. 

His face, hands, and faded clothes were grease-stained as he had a two- 
day growth of beard on his square jaw. He peered at the world out of beady, 
black eyes that were stuck under an overhanging brow. 

“Hello, sir,” I said. 

He seemed to be in a trance, intently watching a tiny spider on the wall. 

“Hello, sir,’ ’I repeated. 

The big guy turned around. 

“Hullo,” he replied sullenly. 


“What is your name, sir?” I asked politely, wondering what would hap- 
pen next. 

“Henry Martinez”. 

“How do you think this marathon will turn out?” 

“Huh?” 

“Do you think Bill Myers will break the record?” 

“’Course not. Crazy guy. Does he think he’ll do it? I say this guy once, 
thought he could do it and . . .” 

“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir,” I interrupted. It takes all kinds to make a 
world, I thought philosophically as I tucked the mike back into the corner 
until the next broadcast. 

Bill had gone to get a glass of water. When he came back, he looked 
pretty tired. 

“Hey, Bill you look worn out. How do you feel?” 

“Not any different, John. Still as good as ever. Feel like I could stay 
awake forever.” He began fingering the piano nervously. 

“0. K., Bill, Your five are up.” 

He began pounding away at “Bumble Boogie.” 

Suddenly, he seemed very tired and switched to “Sentimental Journey”. 

“What’s wrong, Bill?” 

“I’m 0. K. Just more tired than I thought, I guess.” 

He began playing more hesitantly. 

“Come on, Bill,” I urged. “Just a few more hours. A few more hours 
and you’ve got the title. You can do it.” 

He slumped over the piano, almost alseep. 

“Hey, Bob,” I shouted to the bartender. “Better call a doctor.” 

Shaking Bill, I pleaded, “Please, Bill stay awake. Just a little longer. 
You can do it.” 

He began weakly to play “Blue Moon,” then collapsed over the piano. 

“0. K., folks. Go on. That’s all. No more show,” I shouted at the crowd 
that had gathered. 

I glanced quickly at my watch. It was time for the ten o’clock report. 
How was I going to tell what had happened? No more time to think. 

I touched the switch of the mike and began, “This is John Bradley at the 
Spot Grill in Manitou, bringing you the final report on the piano marathon. 
After 97 hours of playing, Bill Myers has just collapsed. It is thought that 
he may have been drugged. We will have more information for you later 
today.” 


Cecelia Wittmann, ’58 


NOCTURNAL SNOWFALL 

The glistening snow falls o’er the land 
Like downy feathers. 

New, 

White, 

Tossed carelessly by the wind, 
Reflecting the moonlight . . . 

All is still. 

Avis Churchill, ’57 

LIFE 

What is life? No one really knows. We know that we live, we know that 
we must die, and the period in between is defined as life. 

What are things that should be important in life? Why do we have to 
go to church, why should we respect our elders? What is the reason for am- 
bition? For after all, when it is over we are laid in the ground never to really 
know if our life was lived the way it should have been. And who cares? Oh, 
yes, the loved ones weep and mourn, but in a month or two they smile again. 
Living goes on as it always has, and those left behind learn to get along 
without us. 

Supposing you are good. As a child you obey your parents and get good 
marks in school. You go to Smith College, are pretty and popular, marry 
the boy down the street and raise three healthy and well mannered boys. At 
the age of seventy three, you die of cancer. 

Supposing you are bad. As a child you are defiant and rebellious. You 
take what you want when you want it. You quit high school, scorn the 
morals of others, and you hold on to your job only because you are reason- 
ably pretty. At the age of seventy three, you too, die of cancer. 

The end is inevitably the same — death. Why, then, should we obey 
rules and listen to those wiser than we? Why should we educate ourselves 
and try to be nice to people we do not like? Why should we be ashamed to 
cheat, and why should we believe in God because the Bible tells us to? 

To each of us is given one life. One day we will all arrive at its cross 
roads to ask, “Why should I be good?” The answer can only be in you — 
yourself, your person, your being. It is your decision, your answer to find. 

The God we hope is there watches us all as we stumble and fall down the 
road blindly searching for the answer “why?” 

From ashes to ashes, from dust to dust, the period in between is “life”. 

Julie Eiseman, ’57 



THE STRAW MARKET 


As I approached the straw market, the little colored girls came and 
tugged at my skirt, shouting, “Here, missy, missy, come see the pretty 
baskets.” When I entered this strange market, I was fascinated with the 
many odd and colorful baskets. The market consisted of rows upon rows 
of crude tables, each adorned with intricate woven baskets, hats, slippers, 
and even some seashell jewelry made by hand of native shells. 

A day in the life of the colored women who sat patiently for hours 
waving and continuously talking seemed monotonous to me, but to them 
it was their way of life, and they seemed to enjoy it. 

I walked up and down the rows. The hot Carribean sun beat down on 
me, and as I found a shady spot under a huge orange straw umbrella I 
stopped short. The scene was typical of the market. A colored lady was 
sitting cross legged on the ground, and her small children were playing con- 
tentedly with an empty cork shell by her side. She was busy weaving a mul- 
ti-colored basket of vivid blue, yellow, red, orange, and green, which she 
probably considered of the best taste. On her head were perched five or six 
hats, which was her way of displaying them. Out of the comer of her eye, 
she was always watching for prospective customers, and in a carefree style 
she had a corncob pipe hanging out of the side of her mouth. She really 
looked as if the circus had come to town. To finish the costume, she wore a 
black dress with blotchy red roses here and there, all the way down to the 
uneven frayed hem, and a pair of hoop earrings which hung to her 
shoulders. 

Her stand was probably the most eye catching of all because of her ap- 
pearance, and people bought baskets there just to catch a glimpse of this 
bizzare figure. 

The day was fading out in the distance, if you stood on your tiptoes, 
you could see out over the market to the horizon where the fishing boats 
were coming in. They were laden with the daily catch. In their wake, the sun 
cast a lazy shadow over the turquoise waters. 

This was the end of a typical day in a little village in the Carribean. As 
the stands closed for the night, the shouting and humming of busy women 
ceased, and the women gathered their small children, walked down to the 
wharf to greet their husbands, and were off to their small villages for a 
peaceful rest and to ready themselves for another busy day at the colorful 
tourist showplace. 


Carolyn Reynolds, ’58 
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A BALLAD FOR RIDING? 

OR GO WEST, YOUNG MAN, GO WEST 

The day is dark, the road is stony 
but here I come on my trusty pony. 

Pony ? Ah no, he’s a full grown horse 
but he’s still a pony out West, of course ! 

My chaps are stiff, my seat is sore, 

but before we reach town, there are many miles more. 

We’ve got to help them, they’re depending on us — 

Oh why, Oh why, didn’t I take the bus? 

We’ve got to warn them, in our hands is their fate — 

But look ! There ! I see it ; the city gate ! 

Success, old pony, we’ve made it at last 
though even a snail would have been as fast . . . 

Yet this dreaming has gone too far already 
as I stand here and look out on a steady 
stream of traffic going by on the street, 
and the pavement is cold and hard under my feet. 

Back to work, to the steady grind, 
though I hope someday soon that I will find 
time to take a trip out West — 
not just in a dream like all the rest. 

Janet Lombard, ’57 



BABYSITTING 

Every mother, of course, thinks the world of her child and looks upon 
him as the best of all children. While she murmurs to herself, “This is cer- 
tainly the most charming child,” her neighbor remarks mutely to herself, 
“What an ugly, bold, little thing — not half as cute as ours.” I, as a baby- 
sitter, have had a lot of practice in taking care of children, and at times 
I’m ready to condemn all infants. 

Babies possess little character or originality of thought and behavior. 
Their abilities and pastimes are limited to three: eating, sleeping, and 
crying. Even with these habits they are defective. They lack teeth and 
can’t digest readily, so that one is forced to feed them strained, soggy food 
and mashed bananas that look rotten, but are supposedly only over-ripe. 
They sleep, yes, but they also wake up in the middle of the night. As to 
crying, at first babies don’t even shed tears, although, I must admit, they 
develop this talent in a very short time. Soon, they make this an absolute 
art and become expert weepers. 

Whn you’re asked to take care of a neighbor’s child, you usually are 
very willing to accept the offer in hopes of earning a little extra spending 
money. It never fails, however, that no sooner do the parents leave for the 
evening, than the darling baby, who had been sleeping peacefully before 
you arrived, begins to bawl. You pick him up and sing to him and pray that 
he’ll stop, but if you don’t succeed you try dancing from room to room until 
you’ve been around the inside of the house almost fifty times. At that point 
he is still bawling and you’re ready to go to sleep yourself. 

This is the typical reaction one evokes from every infant. Either he 
becomes very sad, or he drools down the length of your new, clean sweater. 
The parents tell you to give him an ounce or two of milk if he happens to 
wake up, and after that he’ll doze right off to sleep. You try that, but no, he 
doesn’t want any milk, either warm or cold. You begin to panic. Then it 
dawns on you to change the child’s diapers. Sometimes this helps and some- 
times it doesn’t. 

At long last the parents return and take you home. You’re rather 
shaken and nervous. You swear that you’ll never accept another babysitting 
job. 


I suggest that if you have a lot of patience and don’t mind noise, then 
this is the outside job for you, but if not, I guess you’ll have to find a nice 
quiet job in order to earn a few extra dollars. 


Sue Carroll, ’58 



THE WEB 


Born to drink, to cheat and lie, 
To never raise my head. 

For once begun, forever spun. 
Enmeshed in the web of sin am I. 


Julie Eisieman, ’57 


MY RUBY RING 


My ruby ring is a little finger ring about three fourths of an inch 
long. It has a beautiful hand-carved setting in white gold. The design is like 
a pattern of fine lace. On the finger, the fancy lace- work stands out and beau- 
tifies the stone. Adorning the sto^e, is a string of tiny seed pearls. You ask 
yourself, “How could such tiny beads have been strung? How could they be 
pierced without breaking the minute sphere?" Finally you come to the most 
important, the most beautiful, the most glorious part of the ring, the ruby. 
The color is like the beautiful red rose set in the glistening black hair of a 
Spanish Senorita. In the shadows, the stone seems to rest in deep majestic 
slumber. When the rays of the sun strike the gem, it sends forth a radiant 
red glow. The ring as a whole is a very beautiful example of artistic work- 
manship. 

Mary Argyle, ’60 

OBJECT BEYOND THE CLOUDS 

This summer I took a trip by plane to California, and since it was my 
first plane trip, I would like to relate to you the experience I had. 

I have always loved civilization and I believe it to be an extremely awe- 
inspiring thing, but nature, however, is certainly beyond compare. 
Especially is it so when you think of how each little leaf is so perfect that 
no human hand could create it. 

There beyond the clouds, I beheld nature untouched by human hands. 
Beneath our plane was a blanket of clouds and above there was only space, 
pure and blue. Often we dived down into the clouds, and the plane became 
wrapped in a heavy mist. When we climbed back to our original altitude, 
it was like finding a sunny clearing in the middle of a dark forest. 

When the clouds beneath us cleared away, I could not help but admire 
the little farms below, with their- acres laid out in a checkerboard pattern. 

Later in the afternoon as the last beams of sunlight glistened their 
way down to earth, I saw a glowing disk-like object speeding in and out of 
the clouds. In a matter of seconds, every one was staring out the window 
at this amazing sight. Our plane was going two hundred and eighty miles 
per hour, yet the speed of this craft was later estimated at approximately 
one thousand five hundred miles per hour. For fifteen minutes and twelve 
seconds, we were accompanied by this strange craft, but then it gained 
altitude and disappeared leaving us silently watching. 

When we landed in Los Angeles we found it extremely difficult to come 
back to reality. What we had observed in the sky seemed so unbelievable 
that we felt as if wo had been intruders in space. 


Wendy Elliot, ’60 



THE HARBOR 


The rotted planks creaked, as if scolding their passenger for his bur- 
densome weight, and their passenger sighed relieving the tension of his life 
in one deeply caught breath resistant to the desire to draw another. 

The overhanging mist snuggled into every damp corner and peeked out 
at this new visitor. The clouds above hung close together, huddled, watching, 
hinding this obscure spot from the luminous gaze of the moon. 

The sea hummed a soft melody as she slipped quietly between the rocks, 
maternally caressing, protecting, and encompassing her mysterious in- 
habitants. 

Abruptly the planks ceased their cries and a curious silence fell. Only 
the soft breeze, on its endless journey, passed briefly, unwilling to cease in 
agreement with its surroundings. All heaven waited in respectful attention. 

In defiance, one cry was uttered, resounding, acutely aware in its tor- 
tuous quality. A heavy splash sounded, sending full ribbons of spray through 
the gaps between the battered planks. 

With all her fury, the sea pounded vigorously, in a mournful, scolding, 
yet mending way as she encircled her new inhabitant ! 

Night, in all its glory and wisdom, alone keeps the secret of injustice. 

Vanessa Noble, ’57 



THE INEVITABLE 


The day was warm but fresh, with the sun not quite overheard, when 
we were riding the waves of Lake Huron. In a shiny little racing boat were 
four bathing-suit-clad and speed-happy teen-agers, out to test a gleaming 
new motor. 

Time meant only moments ! For as we sped along through buoys zipped 
around freighters ' and lighthouses, the tingling spray of the whitecaps, 
mixed with the beating sun and wind, made one oblivious to such thoughts. 

Suddenly we realized the approximate hour, and hastily agreed to head 
for shore. In so doing the driving opened the motor full force, making the 
flat boat “fly” over the waves. 

Faster and faster we raced, with the boy, somewhat expertly and 
very foolishly, turning sharp angles and drawing figure eights. Fear swept 
over me, as I tried to catch my breath. The many gruesome accidents that 
I had always heard about in the water, especially concerning the whirling 
motor flashed before my mind as I pleaded with the driver to stop the 
stunts and slow down. I knew that a mishap of some sort was inevitable, as 
he not too successfully assured me that, even if something did happen, which 
seemed very unlikely to him, th motor would automatically stop, and he 
resumed his tricks to the glee of the others. 

We were nearing shore, with the spray steadily slapping our faces. 
The inevitable finally happened, proving my apprehensiveness correct. The 
boat completely jacked on one angle too many, and too sharp. 

Well, one by one, four ashy-pale faces popped up, and with frightening 
eyes watched the boat sink. And yes, I am grateful to report, the motor did 
stop. The lessons learned by four once speed-happy teen-agers, who took 
stock of their fortunate position, realizing the danger of speed which more 
often than not is fatal, I am sure will have a lasting effect. 

Kathleen Cash man, ’59 


MY WORK OF ART 

When I sit down to write a composition, I usually start off quite well. I 
hastily jot down a few suggestions for a title and write my name in the 
upper right corner — about three times in three different handwritings. 
After that, however, my mind seems to wander, and I sit for a few moments 
staring into space with a pencil in my hand. Suddenly I look at my paper 
and discover that I have accomplished all sorts of “wonderful” things. In 
the center is a picture of a woman’s head facing, besides an unfinished game 
of Tic-Tac-To, a queer looking creature with horns, elephant ears, a round 


face, find 3 peculiar body. Below him a series of geometric fi^urGs t forming 
what appear to be steps— upside down. Slightly to the right is a rather large 
abstract creation, which could be interpreted as almost anything. Southeast 
of it I find several artistic scroll-like figures. Directly above I notice a memo- 
randum concerning tomorrow’s ancient history test. I now find that my eyes 
have returned to my signatures, and left of them I can see what could be a 
rocket ship reeling downward from the top of the page. As I once more scan 
my “work of art” I notice that I have greatly enhanced its appearance 
through the use of innumerable unexplainable scribbles, each of which is 
retraced many times. I believe I am now prepared to write my composition. 

Jane Miers, ’60 


A STRANGE ADVENTURE 

The day was extremely warm as the fishing boat “Daisy" cruised out of 
the harbor. Four men stood on the deck of the newly painted boat, watching 
the waves dance lazily to and fro. 

The men were equipped with the newest skin-diving gear, and seemed 
quite anxious to reach the designated place where they were to dive for 
pearls. 

It was mid-afternoon when the boat dropped its anchor into the cool 
depths of the sea. The sun beat down hard and hot on the men’s backs. One 
by one they were lowered into the sea. Jackson and Alex Krune went first. 
Jonathan stopped a minute to give Gray, the newest man on the excursion, a 
few instructions. Then they too were swallowed by the cool waters. Gray 
had not been pearl-diving as much as the others, so he was not as confident 
as the other men. 

Coral of many colors lay under the men as they swam. Small fish 
darted in and out of the sharply-pointed, moss-covered rocks. 

Gray spied a cave, and thinking it might be a logical place for an oyster 
bed, he hurriedly swam toward it, not realizing he was swimming in the op- 
posite direction of the other men. 

The cave was pitch-black and Gray strained his eyes as he groped along 
the ocean floor. Suddenly two green luminous eyes seemed to approach him ! 

A chill ran down his spine. He realized that his oxygen was very low then 
r 


“Wake up, wake up, Billy Gray,” cried an old man dressed in a captain’s 
uniform. Billy sat up, looked around, then sputtered, “I’m okay cap’n. This 
hot sun sure can set a fella to dreamin’.” 


Susan Shwartz, '59 



THE NIGHT EXPRESS 

It was just a trip on a train the same as any other train trip. It had a 
beginning and an ending, as every other journey does. 

The beginning was sad and unwanted, for good-bys are unpleasant 
things. But after it is over, there is only a small ache left to prick the mind 
and invite melancholy. Fortunately most minds pick up other things and at- 
tention shifts to a book or how to hang one’s clothes away or how to get the 
bed down from its hiding place in the wall. 

The train rattles and lurches but it keeps going forward into the night. 
It passes an open blast furnace and the mind of the traveler becomes fas- 
cinated with the belches of flame that spring skyward and the brilliant 
grandness of pure power leaping upward uncontrolled. And then that too 
is gone and once again the all enveloping darkness folds itself around the 
train as it cuts its way forward. 

The mind grows weary and sleep takes the place of the millions of day- 
time thoughts that fill it and in the mind there is silence and the traveler 
sleeps. 

There is tugging at the eyelids as the pale red glow of dawn creeps 
around the window shade. It urges the silent mind to wake and begin the 
first thoughts of the new day, the day when the journey ends. So the mind 
and body unite into that mutual agreement known as co-ordination. 

Small thoughts dart through the mind and are recorded in an instant. 
The fisherman puts out to sea, the dew is slimy and glistens on the tracks 
and on the piles of dirt along the banks of the old quarry, and the trees are 
a touch redder than at home; all these things and more fill the mind as it 
again begins to think its thoughts of the day. 

The train moves on and the mind of the traveler moves even faster 
than the train. It switches from track to track of thought and lights on one 
big idea. The journey’s end is coming and the train will stop and the trip 
that started sadly will come to a happy ending, for the mind has already be- 
gun to think of the new and different sights and thoughts for it to grasp. 

The mind of the traveler is as life and moves in a cycle as does life. The 
end of another cycle has come and the by-word is “hello” and thus another 
cycle and another journey begin. 


Ginny Brown, ’57 



THE SHOE 


I once was beautiful 
With a sole so pure, 

But now I'm tattered 
And replaced by one newer. 

To many a dance 
I have been, 

Only to be stepped on 
By the shoes of men. 

Parties, parties 
I loved them all, 

From elaborate affairs 
To tea dances in fall. 

Now as I sit 
Beside my old friends, 

I realize my life 
Has come to an end. 


MOTHER S DOMAIN 

There is a room in our home which is a private domain of my mother. 

Upon entering this room, one is greeted with a most untidy sight; for, 
strewn over the long work table, is a jumble of materials in different stages 
of completion. 

The most important appliance, however, sits sedately on the table in 
the midst of all the color and cloth — mother’s real pride and joy, the sewing 
machine, of course! 

On a smaller table to the left of the work table, there are boxes of 
threads in a variety of colors, and all sorts of appliances so necessary to 
such a workroom. 

Beyond these tables is a couch, laden down with more boxes and bags 
overflowing with a variety of materials, which someday will become clothes 
and trimmings for the house. 

On the other side of the room is a television set so mother can watch 
her favorite program while she is working. 

This room really is the despair of all who enter, but it is a source of hap- 
piness to mother, who knows just what everything is for and where every- 
thing is. 

We are all very proud of this one untidy room in our home ! 

Susan Shwartz, ’59 


To you, this poem 
May seem quite trite, 

But to me, it is 
The story of my life. 

Lanny Sulouff, ’57 





APOLOGY 

Insecurity . . . 

Temptation . . . 

Impulsive plunge . . . 

Panic . . . 

Regret . . . 

Apology . . . 

Vanessa Noble, ’57 



THE CLEARING 

One Saturday afternoon four friends and I went horseback riding in 
Gilford, New Hampshire. It was a beautiful crisp October day and because 
it was so early in the morning, the frost was still on the ground. 

We were headed for Weirs Beach, which was fourteen miles away. 
To shorten the trip, we cut through Lincoln’s Wood. Lincoln’s Wood was a 
mass of evergreen trees which spread for about eleven miles. 

When we started into the woods we were following the path, but some- 
how or other we lost it. The evergreens were so thick that the branches were 
hitting us in the face so we had to keep our heads down. Since we had no 
idea where we were or where we were headed, it was decided that the best 
thing to do was let the horses take us out. 

After five minutes there seemed to be a dead silence. The branches 
weren’t brushing up against me any more, and the horse was standing still. 
I looked up to see the most beautiful sight I had ever seen. It was a large 
clearing surrounded by trees. W got off the horses and started looking 
around. The ground was a blanket of soft green moss which felt like walking 
on cushions. Through the middle of the clearing flowed a small stream that 
was only about one foot wide. The stream ran over a cliff and landed in a 
small pool of clear, cold water. To me it looked like a miniature paradise. 

Eventually we found our way out of the woods by following the tiny 
stream, but when we finally did get out it was time to start back home. 

Many times I have tried to find that clearing, but it just isn’t anywhere 
to be found. 


Kay King, ’58 



TODAY’S NEWSPAPER 


This Sunday morning as I picked up the newspaper, and smelled its 
fresh ink, I began to think how important this paper is. 

This symbol of one of our rights, freedom of the press, told a worried 
aunt that her kidnaped nephew was safe. It informed some distant relative 
of the death of his kin. It helped some decide who they were going to vote 
for. It gave us information about the happenings of the world. It helped 
provide jobs for the people through its classified ads section. It gave us news 
of the latest fashions and numerous other things. 

Yes, today’s newspaper is a very valuable product — until tomorrow. 

Lynne Robinson, ’58 


UNUSUAL DAY 

The sun shone brightly, the trees were cramped with different colored 
leaves, and to most of the pople in this town it was a wonderful morning. 
It was the kind of a day that made you want to jump out of bed and see 
what this day had to offer. As I lay there I could hear the birds singing and 
the children laughing on their way to school. I opened my shade, and im- 
mediately light from the big sun filled every corner of my room, making 
everything look bright and alive. As I sat in front of my window, gazing 
into space, I asked myself what it was about this day that was so different 
from any other day.. Before answering my own question, I jumped up and 
ran downstairs where breakfast was waiting. 

After breakfast I got dressed and then decided to take a walk. This 
certainly was a change ! I don’t think I’ve walked anyplace since I got my 
license. Why, even yesterday I took the car only two blocks to the drug 
store. 

As I ran down our hill to the busy street below, I noticed that the grass 
was very green and the trees were full of beautifully colored leaves. Without 
realizing it. I started to walk toward the woods. Before I was aware of it, 
I was running across a lovely meadow with Chip right beside me. 

Everything began to come back to me. When I first got Chip, my dog, I 
used to take him for walks every morning — mornings just like this one. 
Right in front of us was the brook we used to sit beside for hours on end. I 
would usually do some fishing, and Chip would spend hours jumping around 
in the water. The brook was covered with leaves now, and lovely, huge trees 
hung over its banks. I stood there for a while watching the many colored 
leaves drift along with the water. 

It was then that I began to realize that there was nothing different 
about today — except that for the first time I had opened my eyes and no- 
ticed what a beautiful street I lived in. 


Lynn Kingston, ’58 


A FLAME 


By appearance, a flame is a radiant nothingness, but with extraordi- 
nary usefulness as well as extraordinary dangers. It is the cause of the 
word “fire!” . . . one of the most dread expressions in every language. 
This radiant nothingness holds a peculiar element of mystery, captivating 
to the senses, and almost bewitching. Its properties are so spectacular that 
when properly harnessed they are, and have been vital to man since the 
beginning of time. 

Kathleen Cashman, ’59 


NIGHT EXPRESS 

On it rumbles through the night 
Speeding towards its destination, 

Carrying a few disheartened souls 
Hoping to find their salvation. 

Georgene Walkley, ’57 



THE DITTY THE CITY SANG 

The patter of the feet, 

The honking of the horns, 

The rumble of the subways, 

The place of man made 
mountains — 

The city with its song. 

Elaine Vargis, ’57 


JUST SHORT OF THE FENCE 

The sun rose in a bright red fan over Iowa’s lush green corn fields. 
Marvin Williams was up a little earlier than usual, for today he and his 
father were to bale, hay. 

Marvin was eight years old and small for his age. He had a freckled 
face and bright blue eyes. Good humor seemed to run in the family, and he 
had inherited a good deal of it. 

As Marvin gazed over his farm home from a small window, he saw tall 
corn through which a light breeze now rustled. Beyond were green pastures 
scattered with black and white cows grazing peacefully in the early morn- 
ing sun. 

Just then, he heard a call from the kitchen, and it was his mother telling 
him to come down to breakfast. He hastily dressed and went downstairs. His 
mother had prepared bacon and eggs. When he had eaten, he ran out to the 
barn. There he found his father, a man whom he resembled, greasing and 
oiling the machinery they were to use in the coming day. 


The men who were to help them began to arrive. Joe Yocler had prom- 
ised to come over a little earlier, because today Marvin was to be allowed to 
drive the tractor for the first time. 

Joe was an eighteen-year-old boy who worked hard and enjoyed farm- 
ing. His services were always in demand by people who wanted a “hand” 
for the day. His cheerful manner and accommodating ways made his a fav- 
orite with old and young. 

As the men waited for the hay to drop so they could begin work, Mar- 
vin became more and more excited about the coming lesson -in driving. 
Finally Joe consented to take him out into the field and show him how to 
run the small orange tractor. 

They rode out of the gate with Joe driving down the land between the 
gardens where the potatoes and tomatoes grew. They were not large plots, 
but they served the purpose of growing vegetables for the Williams family. 

The tractor bounced along beside the fence now separating the corn 
with its yellow ears and slender green stalks and the cream-white oat field 
now ripening for the harvest. 

Joe followed the familiar cow path up which Marvin had so often driven 
the black and white Holstein cows. His brown horse, Tony, aided him in this 
task. Although Tony was a little hard of hearing and his eyes were not as 
they used to be, Marvin never left him behind. 

At last they arrived in the field. The boys traded seats, Joe taking 
Marvin’s position on the fender of the tractor. Joe told Marvin the names of 
the levers he would have to use, and showed him how to manipulate them. 

He then let Marvin try to drive it himself. Marvin did not perform this 
very well on the first try, but improved enough so that Joe felt it was safe 
to allow him to drive alone. 

Marvin started around the fence with the front tractor wheel in a wa- 
gon track, and he became very expert at keeping in it. On his third trip 
around he forgot that the field had corners and that he would have to turn 
when he came to them. From his position in the middle of the field, the 
observant Joe called to Marvin, but the old tractor made too much noise 
for his voice to be heard. He walked quickly toward Marvin who was now 
bearing down on the fence. Joe burst into a run. He knew that in the pasture 
there were five vicious long-horned bulls which would attack any moving 
object. Joe reached the tractor. He leaped and pulled the brake stopping the 
speeding vehicle with a jerk just a few inches short of the fence. 

“Whew!” was Joe’s laconic comment on the safe ending of what 
might have been a tragedy had it not been for his own quick action. 

Diane Dubrule, ’60 


THE ALUMNAE NEWS 




Engagements 

Louise Caci to Mr. William John Doherty of Everett, Masachusetts. 

Nancy Gray to Mr. William Gates of White Plains, New York. Mr. 
Gates attended North Carolina State University before serving two years 
in the United States Army. He is now attending Columbia University. A 
spring wedding is planned. 


Marriages 

July 7, 1956 — Dorothy Fairbanks to Mr. Alden French, Jr., in Annis- 
quam, Massachusetts. Sue Robertson Gork and Ann Reilly were two of 
“Feather’s” bridesmaids. Mr. French is now in the United States Navy. At 
the time that this goes to press they are at the Naval Station in Norfolk, 
Virginia, but in March they expect to be transferred to the Great Lakes 
Training School in Chicago. 

July 1956 — Mary Patterson Lynch to Mr. Albert I. Alexander, 3rd, 
in> Lowell, Massachusetts, r. Mr. Alexander, having served three years in 
the United States Armv,is now associated with the Alexander Wool Comb- 
ing Company. The Alexanders are living in Andover, Massachusetts. 

August 18, 1956 — Elsa Freyer to Mr. Nicholas Neumann in Mexico 
City, Mexico. After an extensive wedding trip in Europe, Mr. and Mrs. 
Neumann have returned to Mexico City, where they will make their home. 

August 25, 1956 — Elizabeth Ann Edge to Mr. Harry Tyson Carter in 
Littleton, New Hampshire. Mr. Carter graduated from the Haverford 
School and Dartmouth College. He served in the Pacific theatre during 
World War II with the United States Marine Corps and afterward was 
graduated from the Harvard Law School. At present he is special assistant 
to Gordon Gray, Assistant Secretary of Defense for International Security 
Affairs. Last year Ann worked with the Graduate School of Advanced In- 
ternational Studies of the JohnslHopkins University. Mr. and Mrs. Carter 
live in Washington, D. C. 

December 28, 1956 — Elinor Hosmer to Mr. Lloyd Herbert Davis in 
Chelmsford, Massachusetts. Mr. Davis served as a lieutenant with the 
United States Army in the Far East. He is now a member of the senior 
class at the University of Rhode Island. 

February 23, 1957 — Jane Cutler to Dr. William Francis Gessler, Jr., in 
Coral Gables, Florida. 


Births 

A daughter, Michele, to Dr. and Mrs. Gabriel Nahas (Marilyn Cash- 
man) on September 7, 1954. Sorry. We were a little late in finding out about 
this! 


A daughter, Sandra, to Mr. and Mrs. Robert B. Lewis (Dorothy Win- 
ship) on July 5, 1956. 

A daughter, Karen Ann, to Mr. and Mrs. John Cook (Harriett “Casey” 
Callaway) on July 10, 1956. 

A daughter, Mary Ellen Reilly, to Mr. and Mrs. Franklin A. Steele 
(Elizabeth Reilly) on July 22, 1956, in Lowell, Massachusetts. The Steeles 
live in New York City. 

A son, Michael Allan, to Mr. and Mrs. James R. Sibley (Josephine 
Bishop) on August 2, 1956. 

A son, Mark Allen, to Mr. and Mrs. Robert Cleverdon (Margery Gui- 
maraes) on August 29, 1956. 

A son, Jeffrey Allyn, to Mr. and Mrs. James Harris (Marilyn Morse) 
on October 23, 1956. 

A son, William Kenneth, to Mr. and Mrs. Kenneth Tomlinson (Jane 
Baketel) on November 20, 1956. 

A daughter, Elizabeth Aiken, to Mr. and Mrs. Harry Griggs (Lynne 
Patrick) on December 1, 1956. 

A daughter, Patricia Louise, to Mr. and Mrs. Raymond Morrell, (Ruth 
Berger) on December 24, 1956. 


Deaths 

March 1, 1956 — Mary B. Beach in Pasedena, California. 

May 2, 1956 — Janet Nicholson Morrison, after a long illness, in Al- 
toona, Pennsylvania. 

August 20, 1956 — Elizabeth Mann, by accident, in Great Barrington, 
Massachusetts. 

November 27, 1956 — Marion Ashley Ahlborn, after a long illness, in 
Wilkes-Barre, Pennsylvania. 

January 2, 1957 — Carolyn Parchert Anderson, suddenly, in Gloucester- 
shire, England. 


General 

We must begin this issue with our most humble apologies to Roberta 
Fielding Bregman! Roberta wrote on her Christmas card that it was fun 
to read the Alumnae News in the last issue, although it reached her a bit 
late as she is in Germany, but she was surprised not to see her name among 
the list of college graduates last June. We misunderstood, or at least took 
it for granted, that, having married earlier in the year, Roberta had given 


up college and had left for overseas duty with her husband. Instead she fin- 
ished her senior year and was graduated with the Class of 1956 from Welles- 
ley College. She writes now that she feels that it was worth all the struggle, 
but she quite naturally thought that she should have been given credit for 
all this in our Alumnae News. We certainly feel that she should be con- 
gratulated for her determination and perseverance! The Bregmans are 
now stationed in Germany, where they live just outside Frankfort, and 
they are loving every minute of their time there. In April they hope to 
return to the States and after that “Wally”, Roberta’s husband, will go on 
to graduate school. 

The Class of 1956 is represented at the following colleges: Carolyn 
Abbott and Sarah Fisher at Wheaton College; Penny Allen and Judith 
Kochs at Briarcliff Junior College ; Sally Allen at Mary Washington Col- 
lege; Priscilla Babson and Anne Rolfe at Elmira College; Turner Baker 
and Tamsen Sears at Hollins College ; Diane Collins at Lasell Junior College ; 
Elizabeth Cook at Endicott Junior College; Louise Hanson at Pine Manor 
Junior College; Julia Hutson and Rosamond Wile at Bennington College; 
Jane Jefferson at Bennett Junior College; Virgina Kiser at the Garland 
School; Rita Lamontagne and Barbara Ann Morse at Skidmore College; 
Lucy Meyer and Cheryl Powers at Randolph-Macon College ; Harriet Moore 
at Boston University ; Gail Rockwell at Stephens College ; Carol Sue Rosen- 
blum at Emerson College ; Naomi Sherman at the Bouve-Boston School ; Gail 
Stainsby at Lake Erie College ; Nola Sundin at Becker Junior College ; Ruth 
Traub at Colorado Woman’s College; and Linda Wiese at Centenary Junior 
College. Sondra Byam began a secretarial course at the Bryant and Strat- 
ton School, but left at the first of the year to accept a position in the Social 
Service Department of the Massachusetts General Hospital in Boston. 
Sondra is most ambitious, as, after a full-time working day, she spends two 
evenings a week at the Lowell Commercial College in order to get addi- 
tional training. 

News of another former member of the Rogers Hall faculty has come 
from Miss Mary Joanna Perkins, who was with us for two years as teacher 
of history. Miss Perkins resigned to try her hand at public school teaching. 
However, after one year, she decided that private schools aren’t so bad 
after all ! This year she is a member of the faculty of The Grosse Pointe 
University School in Grosse-Pointe, Michigan, and she adores it. She writes 
that she has a project, however — to convert the Democrats in the History 
Department into good New Hampshire Republicans ! 

From a Christmas card we learned that Beverly Cooke Nowaczynski 
and her husband, Wojciech, are the parents of two daughters ; Maria, born 
January 5, 1955, and Barbara, born July 21, 1956. The Nowaczynskis live 
at 561 Kindersley Avenue, Montreal, Province of Quebec, Canada. 

Dorothy Winship Lewis wrote a long message on her Christmas card. 
The last time we heard from Dorothy the Lewises were in Florida, but they 
are now on the West Coast and will be until Bob finishes his stint for Uncle 
Sam in the fall of 1958. They have bought a house at 752 J Avenue in Coro- 
nado, California, which they love. 


Carol Brooks Pihl writes that her twins, Martha and Robbie, are now 
in kindergarten and practically grown up ! 

We were sorry to learn of the death of Louise Lee’s father. Louise and 
her mother sold their house in Grosse Pointe and have moved to 281 South 
Ridge Road, Lake Forest, Illinois. Thalia Johnson Lamparter is another 
alumna with a new address. The Lamparters now live at 416 Apple Tree 
Road in Camp Hill, Pennsylvania. 

Judy Kirby is continuing her training at the Royal Victoria Hospital 
and Anne is working in a dentist’s office in Montreal, Canada. 

Miss Katherine Perry, who will be remembered as a former member of 
our faculty, writes that, having finally finished the work for “that degree’’, 
she has gone back to teaching. She is at Curry College in Milton, Massachu- 
setts. 

Starr Fowler Peck says that as she now lives nearer to Lowell, in 
Southbridge, Massachusetts, she hopes to bring her daughter, Melinda, to 
see her old school. We hope so, too. Starr’s son, Bill, is at Boston Univer- 
sity — and twenty-one years old ! 

We were very interested to hear from Lynn Hamby Messner from 
Dallas, Texas, where her husband, Bob, is working for Proctor and Gamble. 
We feel as though we really knew her family as, two years ago, Lynn and 
Bob and their two children visited school. Lynn, having left college for 
matrimony, writes that she is now fulfilling a long-term promise to her 
parents and is getting her degree. She is a full-time student at Southern 
Methodist University. Lynn is doing so well that she is fairly bursting with 
pride and, surely, she deserves to be congratulated and complimented ! 

Judy Streeter is having a wonderful time living in San Francisco and 
working as assistant buyer of better dresses for Roos Brothers. Her job 
takes her throughout northern California in order to visit all the stores in 
the Roos Brothers chain. It sounds like fun and a marvellous experience. 

Janice Smith Post’s Christmas card came from Germany, but she 
wrote on it that the Posts would actually be en route home on Christmas 
Day. They expected to arrive by the first of the year. Jan says it’s been fun 
in Germany, but they were eagerly looking forward to home and civilian life. 

Jean Mcllwraith is now studying at Chatham College in Pittsburgh, 
Pennsylvania. She is most enthusiastic and thinks that everyone should go 
to Chatham! 

Cynthia Irelan, President of the Council in 1954, should be congratulat- 
ed for her effort to keep her class together by sending out a news letter 
every once in a while. One of these came to Mrs. MacGay a short time ago. 
From it we learned the following news of the class. Sally Ringling spent 
last summer in Italy studying with the Smith College group. Pam Holling- 
worth is also in Italy this year, taking her junior. year at Smith as an ex- 
change student. It all sounds very exciting as Pam has traveled a good deal 
through Italy and also planned to go to Geneva, Switzerland, and San An- 


ton, Austria, during her Christmas vacation — to Paris and Madrid for 
spring vacation — as well as a weekend or two on the Riviera. She lives 
with a family who speaks no English ! 

There were other European travelers in the Class of 1954. Karlyn 
Herrhammer, Elaine Leary, and Anne Hoff spent the summer in Europe 
with the Skidmore College Chorus, of which Karlyn is a member. It was an 
extensive and fascinating trip, covering seven countries on the Continent 
as well as England. This year Elaine has been elected Sorority Marshall of 
her house, Kappa Alpha Theta, at the University of Connecticut. She is 
also Secretary for the Angel Flight, the Women’s Division of the advanced 

A. F. R. 0. T. C. Karlyn is having a busy and gay time this year at Skid- 
more. Besides the Chorus, she belongs to a singing group called the Son- 
nateers. Anne is at Webber College in Florida. 

Joan Kuppenheimer is back at Pine Manor where she is taking the third 
year program in teaching. She assists in the sixth grade and loves it, al- 
though she will teach a lower grade eventually. Last summer Joan taught 
in a kindergarten. 

Anne Wellesley Howes was elected Treasurer of the Student Council 
at The Peabody Institute in Baltimore, where she is working hard for her 

B. M. 

Shirley Jo Arn spent last summer in northern Wisconsin counciling six 
fifteen-year-old girls and teaching riding. She also saw Anne Plaisted some- 
where along the line, but Cynthia has no further news of Anne. 

During her summer vacation from Hood College, Sara Lee Callaway 
had a job in a Knoxville department store as a member of the College Board. 
She worked in the public relations department and the fashion office and 
also did some modeling. 

Elsa Freyer Neumann wrote Cynthia that she and her Nick have taken 
a small apartment in Mexico City. Their address is Prosperidad #4-502. 
Roberta Sherman Rosenthal and her husband have moved from Lynn to 
Swampscott, Massachusetts, where they have bought a house that’s about 
five minutes from the ocean. They adore it ! 

This June Judy Mereness Wilcox’s husband, Dave, graduates from Col- 
gate and they hope to move back to Westfield, New Jersey. Judy has been 
working at the administration office of the university library and has done 
a lot of work in research. 

From Linda Hazzard Brading Cynthia heard that “H”, her husband, 
got out of the service last summer, so the Bradings have moved from Dayton 
to Evansville, Indiana, where “H” has gone into business with his father. 
Believe it or not, Linda is becoming a “green-thumb” expert ! 

Anne Adams, having graduated from Marjorie Webster Junior Col- 
lege, has a job — we don’t know what or where! And Ann Cook has also 
joined the business world. She is an assistant buyer at the R. H. Stearns 


Company in Boston and is sharing an apartment with three other girls in 
the city. Other working girls of the Class of 1954 are Mary Leone, who 
works for her father, and Dede Doherty, who is with a chemical company 
in New York City. 

Having completed her training at the hospital in Bennington, Vermont, 
Ruth Nitschelm is now a licensed practical nurse. This summer Ruth is 
planning a trip to Europe. After traveling through various countries, she 
will visit relatives in Scotland. In the fall she hopes to work at the Mary 
Hitchcock Hospital in Hanover, New Hampshire. 

Sue Fisher is a contributor to the Wheaton College “Rushlight”, the 
101-year-old publication which is the oldest college literary magazine in the 
United States. 

Anne Harvey Sexton is another Rogers Hall graduate who wishes to 
continue her education after a lapse of several years. Anne has been mar- 
ried for eight years and has two little girls, but recently she wrote for a 
transcript of her grades at school so that §he may go on to furher studies. 
She didn’t say where. 

Two of our alumnae, Mary Ann Morgan and Constance Veevers, are on 
the Dean’s List at Pine Manor Junior College. Good work ! 

We have just received a notice that Frannie Rogers Quinn has moved 
to 1132 Blanchester Drive, Lyndhurst, Ohio, from her former home in 
Cleveland. 

Alumnae will be particularly interested to hear that once again our 
enrollment has increased. We opened last September with seventy-two resi- 
dent and twenty-one day students. This was possible because we were 
able to increase the capacity of our new dormitory, Shedd, as well as that 
of the House, by making various changes. The end has been reached, how- 
ever. We simply cannot have a bit larger school as the dining room, study 
hall, and class rooms will not hold any more ! Among the students who en- 
tered this fall, the following have alumnae connections: Kathleen Cashman, 
better known as “Candy”, is the sister of Marilyn Cashman Nahas; Ellen 
Cook is the sister of Ann Cook; Catherine “Katie” Crumpacker is the niece 
of Margery Crumpacker; Emily “Lee” Fletcher is the sister of Beverly 
Fletcher Comstock; Estelle Heifetz is the sister of Phyllis Heifetz Ponty; 
Carol Lord is the daughter of Ellen Richardson Lord ; and Lucy Page is the 
daughter of Betty Fowle Page. Naturally we are very happy to have them 
with us. We hope that in the years to come we’ll have many more girls 
who are the relatives of alumnae. 

As this goes to press. Mrs. MacGay is in Palo Alto, California, visiting 
Jean and the grandchildren ! We’re sure that she must be having a wonder- 
ful time with those two very lively boys, Tony and Alan Curtiss. We know 
that they are lively as last summer Jean brought them to Lowell for a few 
weeks visit. It was lots of fun ! Mrs. MacGay is also planning to attend to 
some school and alumnae business while on this trip, but we are sure that 
nothing will be enough to keep her away from Rogers Hall very much 
longer ! 


During the summer Barbara Johnson Johnson visited school with a 
friend. Barbara was bemoaning the fact that she and her husband would be 
unable to vote in last fall's election as her husband was being transferred 
from his company’s New York office to its Chicago office. This meant that the 
Johnsons would not have established residence in time to vote. Their new 
address is 310 McArthur Drive, Mount Prospect, Illinois. 

We were very proud that a member of last year’s class, Carolyn Ab- 
bott, the daughter of Eleanor Whittier Abbott, won the scholarship given 
by the Lincoln County Orchestra to young people of the State of Maine at 
its annual auditions last June. Lyn played the same “Second Piano Concerto 
in G Minor” by Saint-Saens which had thrilled us all at our Commencement 
Musicale. 

Judy Kellogg has taken a month’s training course in preparation for 
her new duties as a guide at the United Nations Headquarters. 

“Billie” Cutler Fitch and her family have moved from Quincy to Long- 
meadow, Massachusetts, and love living there. Their addres§ is 89 Long- 
meadow Street. 

Recent graduates will be interested to learn of the birth on December 
7, 1956, of a son, Hugh Stevens, in Boston, Massachusetts, to Mr. and Mrs. 
Banks Worsham. Mrs. Worsham was the former Dorothy Ann Miller, who 
taught English and dramatics at Rogers Hall for two years. The Worshams 
recently bought a house in Carlisle, Massachusetts. We also have received 
the announcement of the birth of a daughter, Susan Elizabeth, on Novem- 
ber 9, 1956, to Mr. and Mrs. Robin Higham. Mrs. Higham, the former Bar- 
bara Davies, was also a member of our faculty before her marriage. 

Libby Filer Anderson and her Timmy are living at 69 Wendell Street 
in Cambridge, Massachusetts. Another new address which we have recently 
received is that of Betsy Lamb Stranahan. The Stranahans have moved to 
1908 Shaw Avenue, Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. 

Emily Palmer DuPiza and her husband stopped in at school on their 
way home from Ann Edge Carter’s wedding last summer. The DuPizas now 
live in Groton, Connecticut, where their address is 10 Woodland Drive. 

Eleanor Eyre is at Katherine Gibbs in New York this year. We under- 
stand that Ruth Mesics is at The Chamberlain School in Boston, but she 
hasn’t come out to school to visit us yet, so we’re not quite sure. We also 
believe that Kitty Chamberlain has returned to Endicott Junior College. 

Cynthia Irelan, to whom, as already stated, we are indebted for all this 
news of the Class of 1954, is a secretary at the J. Walter Thompson Com- 
pany, an advertising agency, in New York. She loves her job, but feels that 
she would like to go back to school eventually. Cynthia has an apartment 
with another girl. As they have furnished it themselves, they are justly very 
proud of it. We don’t quite know how Cynthia found time to collect all this 
news of her class and get out the letter, but we are most grateful to her for 


sending a copy to school. We wish that more alumnae would furnish us with 
such a grand collection of news. 

Last summer Nancy Elliot had a big job at the Mount Washington 
Hotel in Bretton Woods, New Hampshire. Her position was the head of 
food control, which meant that she was in charge of the kitchen help and 
also did the bookkeeping for that department. Pretty important, we’d say ! 

Lois Zelickman has transferred from Lasell Junior College to the Uni- 
versity of Indiana. 
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A WORD FROM MRS. MacGAY 

“May you always choose the highest trees to climb!” 



DEDICATION 

For your endless patience, understanding and friendship we dedicate our year 
book to you, Miss Hall. We will not forget. 
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EDITORIAL 

Now in anticipation of the future we have a fleeting moment in which to re- 
flect upon the past before looking ahead. We will remember the beginning with 
happy memories of friendships that we will treasure throughout the years. With 
nostalgia we will think of the experiences we have shared together, from which we 
gained so much. In the years to come we will look upon these brief years as the 
foundations of our lives and characters. We will remember with fondness and ap- 
preciation all that has gone by and we will place these memories in our minds and 
hearts forever. 
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THE SENIOR-UNDERGRAD SONG 

Tune: “ Bermuda’s Still Paradise ” 

We Seniors sing to you, 

To give you our praise; 

We’ll always remember 
Those happy days. 

Both Kava and Cae Club 
Have shown spirit true, 

The outings and picnics, 

We’ve shared them with you. 

While saying goodbye, 

We want you to know 
All that is in our hearts ; 

We will remember, 

While we are apart. 

And now that we’re leaving, 

We want you to know 
How much you mean to us, 
Wherever we go. 


D. S. 
M. B. 


CONSTANCE GAY SHOESMITH 

Route 1 

Clarksville, Virginia 
President of Senior Class 

Duke University 

Cae Club; Basketball, ’56; Softball, ’56; Volleyball 
Manager, ’57 ; Splinters Business Board, ’56; Business 
Manager, ’57 ; Christmas Pageant, ’56, ’57 ; Glee Club, 
’56, ’57 ; Student Council, ’56, ’57 ; Mrs. MacGay’s 
Marshal, ’56 ; Senior Prom Chairman, ’57 ; Class Will, 
’57 ; Neatness Award, ’56, ’57 ; Honor Roll, ’56, ’57 ; 
Helen Hill Award, ’57. 








AUDREY ANN HOCKMEYER 

170 Holyrood Avenue 
Lowell, Massachusetts 

Vice-President of Senior Class 
Pine Manor Junior College 

Kava Club; Hockey Sub, ’54; Second Basketball, Sub, 
’56; Swimming, ’54, ’55, ’56, ’57; Second Volleyball, 
Sub, Captain, ’56 ; Senior Life Saving, ’56 ; Advanced 
Swimming, ’56; Water Ballet, Sub, ’55, ’56; R. H., 
’56 ; Glee Club, ’54, ’55, ’56, ’57 ; Christmas Pageant, 
’56; Splinters Business Board, ’56; Marshal for Fac- 
ulty, ’56; Prom Committee, ’57. 




APPLEY ADAMS 



50 Corwood Drive 
Weston 93, Massachusetts 

President of Kava Club 
Centenary Junior College 

Kava Club; Hockey, ’55, ’56, ’57; Basketball, ’56, ’57 
Volleyball, ’56, ’57 ; Baseball, ’56, ’57, captain, ’56 
Tennis, ’56; R. H., ’56, ’57; Christmas Pageant, ’56 
’57 ; Cheerleading, ’55, ’56, ’57 ; Senior Prom, ’57. 


NICOLE LOUISE BARSON 

12 Normandy Lane 
Scarsdale, New York 

Lasell Junior College 

Kava Club; Hockey, ’56, ’57; Volleyball, ’56, ’57; 
Basketball, ’56, ’57; Softball, ’56, ’57; Glee Club, ’57; 
Neatness Award, ’56, '57 ; Senior Prom, ’57 ; Christ- 
mas Pageant, ’56, ’57 ; Backstage, Senior Play, ’57 ; 
Honorable Mention in Bible and Current Events, ’57. 



CAROLYN FRANCES BOWES 

2 Tupelo Road 
Swampscott, Massachusetts 

Marjorie Webster Junior College 

Kava Club; Hockey, ’56, ’57; Volleyball Second, ’56, 
’57 ; Basketball, ’56, ’57 ; Captain, ’56 ; Swimming, ’56, 
’57; Captain, ’57; Softball, ’56, ’57; R. H. Award, 
’56, ’57; Badminton, ’56, ’57; Water Ballet, ’56; Life 
Saving, ’56; Glee Club, ’56, ’57; Dramatics Club, ’56, 
’57; Tennis, ’57; Athletic Cup, ’57. 




CYNTHIA JANE BOYNTON 

38 Concord Road 
Billerica, Massachusetts 

Lasell Junior College 

Cae Club ; Christmas Pageant, ’56, ’57 ; Debating, 
’56; New Hampton Dance, ’56; Typing Award, ’56; 
Commencement Play, Backstage, ’57 ; Senior Prom. 
’57. 


MARIA ZOILITA BRIGHT 



Harbor Avenue 
Marblehead Neck 
Massachusetts 

I 'ice- President of Kava 
Marjorie Webster Junior College 

Kava Club; Volleyball, ’55, ’56, ’57, Second, ’54; Bas- 
ketball sub, ’55, Manager, ’56, Second Captain, ’57 ; 
Badminton, ’54, ’55, ’56, ’57 ; Swimming, ’54, ’56, ’57, 
Co-Captain, ’55; Softball, ’57, Second, ’56; Tennis, 
’54, ’55, ’56, ’57 ; Water Ballet, ’54 ; Cheerleading, ’55, 
’56, ’57 ; Dramatic Club, ’54, ’55, ’56, ’57 ; Undergrad 
Song, ’57; School Marshal, ’56; Senior Prom, ’57; 
R. H., ’55, ’56, ’57 ; Honorable Mention in Music Ap- 
preciation, ’57. 


VIRGINIA ANN BROWN 

Fairfield Road 
Gettysburg, Pennsylvania 

Mary Washington College 

Cae Club; Second Hockey, ’57; Second Basketball, 
’56, ’57 ; Second Softball, ’57 ; Exeter Dance, ’57 ; 
Christmas Pageant, ’56; Glee Club, ’56, ’57; Literary 
Board, ’56; Editor of Splinters , ’57; Essay Prize, ’57. 



SALLY ANN CESSNA 


949 Cleveland Road 
Hinsdale, Illinois 


IVheelock College 

Kava Club; Hockey, Captain, ’57; Volleyball, ’57; 
New Hampton Dance, ’57 ; Dramatic Club, ’57 ; 
Christmas Pageant, ’57 ; Commencement Play, ’57 ; 
Class Will, ’57 ; Captain, Softball, ’57 ; Honorable 
Mention in Dramatics, ’57. 




AVIS CHURCHILL 

50 Dalton Road 
Chelmsford, Massachusetts 

Elmira College 

Cae Club ; Basketball, ’56, ’57 ; Captain, ’56 ; Second, 
’56; Second Volleyball, ’57; Softball, ’56, ’57 sub; Glee 
Club, ’56, ’57 ; Senior Prom, ’57 ; Student Council, ’57 ; 
Splinters Business Board, ’57 ; Christmas Pageant, 
’56; New Hampton, ’57. 


CATHERINE CRUMP ACKER 



* 


JULIE ANN EISEMAN 

Puritan Lane 

Swampscott, Massachusetts 
President of Cac 
Bennington College 

Cae Club; Hockey Sub, ’56, Team ’57; Second Team 
Basketball, ’56, Team, ’57 ; Badminton, ’57 ; Baseball, 
’56, ’57 ; Cheerleading, ’57 ; Dramatics, ’56, ’57 ; Christ- 
mas Pageant, ’56, ’57 ; Commencement Play, ’56, ’57 ; 
Glee Club, ’56, ’57 ; Octet, ’56, ’57 ; Bear and Lion 
Editor, ’56; Splinters Literary Board, ’56, ’57; Honor 
Roll, ’56; Christmas Vespers, ’56, ’57; Senior Life 
Saving, ’56, ’57 ; Senior Prom Committee, ’57 ; Tennis, 
’57 ; R. H., ’57 ; Dramatics Prize, ’57. 


17 Glendale Park 
Hammond, Indiana 

University of Michigan 

Kava Club; Cheerleader, ’57; Christmas Pageant, ’57; 
Commencement Play, ’57 ; Exeter Dance, ’57 ; Class 
Prophecy, ’57 ; Honor Roll, ’57 ; Honorable Mention 
in Currents Events, ’57. 
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EMILY LOWRY FLETCHER 

14 Plow Lane 
Greenwich, Connecticut 

Louisiana State University 


Cae Club; Second Hockey, ’57; Second Volleyball, 
’57, Captain ; Second Basketball, ’57 ; Christmas Pa- 
geant, ’57 ; Commencement Play, ’57 ; Glee Club, ’57 ; 
Student Council, ’57; Typing Award, ’57 ; Captain 
Second Softball, ’57 ; Tennis, ’57 ; Parsons Award, 
’57 ; Current Events Prize, ’57. 




SUSAN ELLEN GAUNT 

16 Stevens Street 
Methuen, Massachusetts 

Green Mountain College 

Cae Club ; Second Hockey, Sub, ’56 ; Second Basket- 
ball, Sub, ’57 ; Swimming Manager, ’57 ; Exeter 
Dance, ’57 ; Glee Club, ’57 ; Typing Award, ’57. 


STEPHANIE McDILL HEALEY 



Old Mountain Road 
Nyack, New York 

Bennington College 

Kava Club; Baseball, ’56; Cheerleading, ’56; Hockey 
Manager, ’57 ; Senior Luncheon, ’56 ; Exeter Dance, 
’57 ; Christmas Pageant, ’56 ; Commencement Play, 
’56, ’57; Dramatic Club, ’56, *57; Bear and Lion, ’56; 
Splinters Literary Board, ’57; Glee Club, ’56, ’57; 
Neatness Award, ’57. 


PATRICIA LANCASTER 

895 Park Avenue 
New York, New York 

Berkeley School 

Kava Club; Volleyball, ’56, ’57; Basketball, ’55, ’57; 
Old Girl-New Party, ’56; Christmas Pageant, ’57; 
Commencement Head Usher, ’56; New Hampton 
Dance, ’57; Glee Club, ’55, ’56, ’57; Posture Cup, ’57. 





GEORGENA LINDENBERG 

24 Old Connecticut Path 
Wayland, Massachusetts 

University of New Mexico 

Kava Club; Second Volleyball, ’55; Manager, ’56; 
Second Hockey, ’56; Spanish Play, ’55; Christmas 
Pageant, ’55, ’56 ; Folk Dancing, ’55 ; Exeter Dance, 
’57; Glee Club, ’55, ’56, ’57; Student Council, ’57; 
Honorable Mention in Music Appreciation, ’57. 




JANET LOMBARD 

10 Bridge Street 
Chelmsford, Massachusetts 

Mount Holyoke College 

Kava Club ; Splinters Literary Board, ’57 ; Dramatic 
Club, ’57 ; Commencement Play, ’57 ; Honor Roll, ’57 ; 
Bible Prize, ’57. 
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SUZANNE MORSE 


64 Handy Road 
Grosse Pointe, Michigan 

Cae Club; Hockey, ’56, ’57; sub, ’56; Volleyball, ’55, 
’56, ’57 ; Captain, ’57 ; Basketball, ’55, ’56, ’57 ; sub, 
’56; Baseball, ’55, ’56, ’57; Badminton, ’56, ’57; Exeter 
Dance, ’57 ; Christmas Pageant, ’56, ’57 ; Splinters 
Business Board, ’57 ; R. H., ’56, ’57 ; Honorable Men- 
tion in Music Appreciation, ’57. 


VANESSA META NOBLE 

Jones Park Drive 
Riverside, Connecticut 

President of the Student Council 
Pine Manor Junior College 

Cae Club ; Glee Club, ’54, ’55, ’56, ’57 ; Dramatics, 
Backstage ; Folk Dancing, ’55 ; Cheerleading, ’56 ; 
Splinters Literary Board, ’56; Cae Club Song, ’56; 
Senior Place Cards, ’57 ; Chairman Senior Luncheon, 
’56; Hockey, ’56, ’57, Manager, ’56; Volleyball, ’55, 
’57, Second, ’55 ; Second Basketball, ’57 ; Captain ; 
Baseball, ’56; Chairman Senior-Undergrad Party, ’56; 
Chairman New Hampton Dance, ’57 ; Chairman Exe- 
ter Dance, ’57 ; R. H., ’57. 




JANE PACKARD 


55 Andover Road 
Billerica, Massachusetts 

Westbrook Junior College 

Cae Club; Typing Award, ’57; Usher for Class Day, 
’57 ; Christmas Pageant, ’57. 




JUDITH COCHRAN PARKER 

7 Burgevin Street 
Kingston, New York 

Centenary Junior College 

Cae Club; Splinters , ’56, ’57; Dramatic Club, ’57; 
Senior Luncheon, ’56; New Hampton Dance, ’57; Life 
Saving, ’57 ; Cheerleading, ’56, ’57, Captain ; Basket- 
ball, ’56, ’57, Second, ’56; Volleyball, ’56, ’57, Second, 
’56 ; Softball, ’56, ’57, sub, ’56, Second ; Hockey, ’57 ; 
Swimming, ’56, ’57; Christmas Pageant, ’56; R. H., 
’57 ; Red Cross Senior Life Saving, ’57. 



PATRICIA ANN ROSENSHINE 



Nicolas de Rivera 665 
San Isidro 
Lima, Peru 

Vice-President of Cae 
Mary Washington College 

Cae Club; Hockey, ’55, ’57; Volleyball, ’56, ’57; Bas- 
ketball, ’56, ’57 ; Swimming, ’55, ’57 ; Baseball, ’57, 
Manager, ’56; Badminton, ’55, ’57; Cheerleading, ’55, 
’56, ’57 ; Christmas Pageant, ’56, ’57 ; Modern Dance, 
’55; Water Ballet, ’54; Spanish Play, ’55; Glee Club, 
’54, ’55, ’56, ’57 ; Back Stage Dramatics, ’55 ; Senior 
Marshal, ’56; Honor Roll, '56; Cae Club Song, ’56; 
R. H. ’56, ’57; Senior Prom Committee, ’57; Ten- 
nis, ’57. 


DIANE STONE 

21 Ramshead Road 
Medford, Massachusetts 

Endicott Junior College 

Cae Club; Volleyball Second, ’56; Octet, ’56, Octet 
Manager, ’57; Christmas Pageant, ’56; Folk Dancing, 
’55; Honorable Mention Neatness Award, ’55; Exeter 
Dance, ’57; Commencement Play, Usher, ’56; Typing 
Award, ’57 ; Undergrad Song, ’57. 



MELANIE FRANCES SULOUFF 


6 Druid Hill Road 
Summit, New Jersey 

Skidmore College 

Cae Club; Volleyball, '57, Second, ’56; Cheerleading, 
’56, ’57; Glee Club; Octet, ’56, ’57; Bear and Lion; 
Splinters Art Editor; Senior Luncheon; Senior-Un- 
dergrad Party; New Hampton Dance; Christmas 
Pageant, ’56, ’57; Art Prize, ’57. 




ELAINE ANNE VARGIS 

47 Bacon Street 
Winchester, Massachusetts 

Endicott Junior College 

Kava Club; Cheerleading, ’56, sub, ’57; Volleyball, 
2nd sub, ’57 ; Basketball, 2nd sub, ’57 ; Life Saving, 
’57; Dramatics Club, ’56, ’57; Backstage, ’55; Exeter 
Dance, ’57 ; Commencement Usher, ’55, ’56 ; Com- 
mencement Play, ’56 ; Red Cross Senior Life Saving, 
’57. 




GEORGENE RICH WALKLEY 




32420 Walker Road 
Avon Lake, Ohio 

Denison University 

Kava Club; Volleyball, ’56, ’57; sub, ’56; Basketball, 
2nd, ’56, ’57 ; Captain, ’56; Baseball, 2nd, ’56, ’57 ; Bad- 
minton, ’57 ; Glee Club, ’56, ’57 ; Rogers Hall Octet, 
’57 ; Dramatic Club, ’57 ; Christmas Pageant, ’56, ’57 ; 
Commencement Play, ’57; “Bear and Lion” Staff, ’56; 
Splinters Literary Board, ’57 ; Student Council, ’56, 
’57 ; Honor Roll, ’56, ’57 ; Honorable Mention in Mu- 
sic Appreciation and Current Events, ’57 ; Underhill 
Honor, ’57. 


UNDERGRAD-SENIOR SONG 

Tune-. “ September Song ” 

Oh, Seniors, we sing to you 
our song of thanks 
For all you’ve done for us 

this whole year through. 

And as you leave this school 
you’ll leave behind 
The memory of 

your guiding hand. 

(Chorus) 

Your kind words too, 
and friendly smile 
Your good advice, 

and memories all 
Will stay with us 
forever more. 


We’ve had our fun and play, 
our hard work too, 
We’ve shared together 
all these and more. 

The days past swiftly by ; 

each left for us 
The memory of 

You’re guiding hand. 

(Chorus) 

S. E. M. 


PROPHECY 


By the Beard of Ben, by the Pipe of the Prophet, and by the Seat of Saud, it has 
been decreed that in the year of 1967 there shall be a pilgrimage made to Mecca 
by the faithful of ’57. All people of the earth, including Burt the Bee, Frank the 
FI), and Emma the Elephant, shall spread the news to the four comers of the world. 
Allah has foretold that: Appley, whose “deb” is still going strong, shall be as the 
“Bee” and fly from “honey” to “honey” while the much traveled Nicole is to make 
her journey on a Persian rug. Carol is to lose her stitches and teach the proper stance 
when facing East five times daily. Sue shall stand in the highest minaret and sur- 
vey “Bill” boards and “pin” point them on the maps of the land of Allah. Connie 
is henceforth to become the official ambassadress to Maine from Virginia and teach 
the “downeastahs” the correct way of “savin’ ” “you-all”. Upon entering the Mosque 
the Prophets have decreed that Di-Di and Elaine, the daring darlings of the dance, 
shall teach “rock ’n roll” to the faithless. Linda Linenburg, or Nena as she is known, 
shall try her best to convert the heathens of New Mexico to the “Fate” of Farouk 
the Fatty. Since Allah has a memory as long as Queenie’s tail, it is written that Katie 
shall cease her attempts to plan routes from back home in Indiana through Yale 
Station and come by plane. Cynthia is ordered to buy a new Persian mg as it uses 
little gas. Allah realizes that this car ban may put Avis’s “Bird Bath” car wash out 
of business but she is to accompany Lannie by camel and assist in the careful cut- 
ting of Carl the Camel’s coat. Betty the Beautiful Button is to be sown on all togas 
by Patsy the Patient, for her domestic skill has reached the eyes and ears of Allah. 
By the Beard of Ben, Georgene shall abandon Great Big Doorsteps and come Bob- 
bob-bobing alone with Sue Gaunt. Jane Packard, the possessor of the Velvet Voice, 
and Janet the Junkman’s Jewel, who is hereby forbidden to appear in police sta- 
tions in tank suits, are to come with Audrey Hockmeyer, the Haver of Heavenly 
Flouseparties. Burt the Bee has called the name of Julie to attend him in the East 
without the aid of “Dunsford’s Dignified Dandies.” She is to serve Ginny her “Blue 
Ruin and Browned Bruin” from a plate peacefully. Sarah Bernhardt Cessna is to 
portray Mary of Scots for Frank the Fly nightly. Dr. Noble is expected to operate 
on Duffy Healy to cure her of her strange “Mal”-ody. Vanessa is also to decipher 
the title of Duffy’s new book, “Philosophical Reflections Upon the Life and Act- 
ivities of the Polish Hemisa coccusphlonicus and ticaunin ilicus,” for Allah. “Beau- 
ty” or Pat, is to discontinue modeling for the Cosmo Nut and Bolt Company for 
the duration of the trip. “Danjer” is to come with Lee to Mecca as animals are 
favorites with Allah. Maria is to write detailed letters to Charlie, a master at Brooks 
we are told, concerning the details of her trip to the Temple of Tubby. Emma the 
Elephant wishes Judy to amuse the party with her renditions of Ruddie the Ruffled 
Rooster and other expressions of joy as desired by Allah. 

These things being spoken and written are to be carried out according to the 
rules set aside by the council of Mrs. MacGay’s Marvellous Meditators. 

Set by the seal of 

Katie the Kitty 

Georgene the Genius 

Ginny the Genni 
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SENIOR PLACECARDS 


Appley Adams 
Crisp celery 
Cookie 

Gold-bordered mirror 

Nicole Barson 
Beret 

Old loafers 
Red tulip 

Carolyn Bowes 
Left field fence 
Fudge sundae 
Sunflower 

Cynthia Boynton 
Lollypops 
Ice skating 
Stuffed animals 

Maria Bright 
Fog horn 
Crystal bracelets 
Black-eyed susans 

Virginia Brown 
Watermelon 
Silver punch bowl 
“War and Peace” 

Sally Cessna 

Harlem nocturne 
Bank book 
Lights on Broadway 

Avis Churchill 
Honeysuckle 
Star Dust 
A picnic 

Catherine Crumpacker 
Blond Cocker Spaniel 
A doe 

Merry-Go-Rounds 

Julie Eiseman 

Old velvet 
Autumn 

Lemon meringue 


Patricia Lancaster 
Tiger lily 
Black satin 
Wind in the willows 

Georgena Lindenberg 
Rain drops 
A robin 
“Arpege” 

Janet Lombard 

Platinum statue 
Lemon marmalade 
Dungarees 

Suzanne Morse 
Fashion plate 
Manhattan 
A star sapphire 

Vanessa Noble 

Lemon popsicle 
Steuben glass 
Black Cocker Spaniel 

Jane Packard 

Sun rays in a library 
Watch plaid 
A Scotch Terrier 

Judith Parker 
Bubbles 
Doe eyes 
Dixieland 

Patricia Rosewshine 
A white swan 
Circus ponies 
Pink rose buds 

Constance Shoesmith 

Chess 

Lilacs 

Starched blouses 

Diane Stone 

“Rock and Roll” 
Yellow chrysanthemum 
A mother goose 


Emily Fletcher 
Harlequin 
Sunshine 
A placid lake 

Susan Gaunt 

A Boxer puppy 
Freshly-cut grass 
A horse chestnut 


Melanie Sulouff 
Butterfly 
Pixie 

Apple blossoms 

Elaine Vargis 

Gold cigarette holder 
Red sport car 
Sandals 


Stephanie Healey 
Tweed 
Old lace 

A worn cook book 

Audrey Hockmeyer 
A fireplace 
German Shepherd 
Yellow straw 


Georgene Walkley 
Pink nail polish 
Petticoats 
Gold Cadillac 


V. N, 

S. H 


ELOISE IS COMING TO COMMENCEMENT! 

We have a friend from the Plaza, the one in New York you know, who is now 
planning her trip to Rogers Hall for the Commencement week-end. I heard from 
Eloise by phone; she called the desk and told them to charge it please and thank 
you very much, she was very excited and talked continually about her trip and let 
me tell you 

“Oh m’lord there’s so much to do! Just as soon as I get there, after appropriate 
greetings to Mrs. Tremble— she’s top girl on the dietetic totempole — I want to know 
her for Lord ’sake — I want to go upstairs and change all the tags on the trunks; 
can’t you see it now, Ceci’s in Peru and Patsy’s in Colorado! Then I must run over 
to Mrs. MacGay’s dinner and put sneezing powder in the pepper. The next day’s 
Saturday and rubber hot dogs at Singing Beach will be fun and then white wash 
in the milk — Well! You say Sunday’s a big day? Well I’m going to Baccalaureate too. 
I’m taking a big supply of paper money for the collection plate — it’ll look so nice 
and full that way! And then I have a nice stick I want to skidder along the wood- 
work on the pews. Ha, Ha, Monday’s the Senior Luncheon and I hear they have 
pigeons at R. H. Well, I’m going to get that old bird DeDe and Sarah had and take 
it under the tabic and just as things quiet down I’ll let him go — can’t you just see 
Di-Di and Sally jump!!! 

Next is Class Day and I plan to sit under the table, I have to see what’s going 
on there. Of course Tuesday is THE day but first I have to slip into Mrs. MacGay’s 
office and put the invisible ink in that well and then when they are given out and 
the Seniors open them, Ha, Ha, Ha. I thought pepper on the roses might liven 
things up too besides the cold cream on the aisle; yes it should be very lively!! But 
I have to go now ’cause Nurse is calling and I can hear her taffeta petticoat rustling 
my way.' But remember I’ll be there, don’t forget!” 

Needless to say the Class is doing its utmost to prevent the arrival of our small 
friend from New York. 


V. A. B. 


CLASS WILL - 1957 


We, the departing class of 1957, well-rounded in twits, procrastination, and 
hypochondria, do leave in our last will and testament with Mrs. MacGay her good- 
natured warnings and advice to pass on to the future generations, the dejected 
faculty more dejected, the juniors sleeping late on Saturday mornings, the sopho- 
mores our dignified behavior, and the freshmen our strength and courage to strug- 
gle on through the next three years. 

Cae Club leaves Manuel and Bill still walking the streets looking for baseballs 
lost through the course of the year. 

Kava Club leaves the Kava tie to Mr. Bowes for the spirit and sportsmanship he 
has shown. 

Appley Adams wills her hidden talent to Gretchen Fowler hoping that she 
will never uncover it. 

Elaine Vargis leaves problems of democracy unsolved. 

Judie Parker donates her twit to anyone who is mature enough to handle it. 

Janet Lombard relinquishes her numerous gym excuses in her “Itty ditty” bas- 
bet to Edna Studley who seems sufficiently practised in that field already. 

Georgene Walkley leaves the bathroom empty — for once. 

Sue Morse bequeaths her collection of rings and fraternity pins to Mariella 
Pomar in case her bracelet needs a few extra charms in the future. 

Connie Shoesmith leaves her room taking all but a little bit of sunshine which 
she bequeaths to Carolyn Young and Cindy Migliore. However, as the sun can- 
not always shine, there is, in the top bureau drawer, a small box of Little Lulu 
Tissues to wipe away the raindrops on those oh, so gloomy days. 

Avis Churchill has won one contest too many and donates her date with Tab 
Hunter to Barbie Van Home. 

Lanny Sulouff wills her Exeter scarf to Sandy Snow, who at this time is inex- 
cusably in love with Andover. 

Nicole Bar son leaves on foot for France with all her R. H. possessions in a 
pack on her back. No porters, please! All, that is, but her tank suit. She figures 
that someone will be able to get at least a dime’s wear out of that next year. 

Jane Packard wills her tinkling laugh to that ever smiling Tina Botty. 

Ginny Brown informs us that she’ll “shut up her mug if we’ll fill up her jug 
with that good old mountain dew”. The honor is now bestowed on Nancy O’Con- 
nell. Come on Nancy — “They call it that old mountain dew, dew, dew, dew.” 

Nina Lindenberg leaves her available cousins with the instructions that they 
be well taken care of at all future R. H. proms. 

Audrey Hockmeyer donates her famous quotation — “I’m not getting serious” — 
to any undergrad fool enough to believe her and reminds her — “If you’re not near 
the one you love, love the one you’re near.” 

Maria Bright relinquishes her throaty voice to Dee Dee Newcomer, hoping that 
she will be able to lower it another octave. 

Di Di Stone and Katie Crumpacker leave the technique of robbing the kitchen 
in hopes that there is no nurse in the infirmary and no fire drill. 


Pat Lancaster bequeaths her spot on the after dinner dance floor to Candy 
Cashman and insists that Candy lives up to her responsiblility. 

Julie Eiseman relinquishes her bright light to Miss Ramsay, hoping that it will 
bum long after hours in her memory . 

Sue Gaunt, softly singing the refrain of “Just My Bill”, sadly watches the sta- 
tion wagon roll down the street for the last time as it leaves her. 

Sally Cessna donates all her tight skirts and yodeling disability to Pat Haass, 
hoping that she will use them to her best advantage in the Valley of Darrow. 

Lee Fletcher leaves R. H. for a position with the Yankees. The glove with 
which she pitched her perfect game is bequeathed to Debbie Blouin in hopes that 
it will do wonders for her also. 

Patsy Rosenshine would like to remind any sophomore with turtles to keep them 
away from the sink. On occasion, she says, “They do go down.” 

Vanessa Noble donates her heavy, early morning foot to Lynn Kingston in hopes 
that she can find someone who will appreciate it more than she did. 

Carol Bowes relinquishes her shoulder pads to Sue Schwartz in hopes that the 
added muscles will bring repeated victories to Kava. 

Cindy Boynton wills her expert co-ordination in basketball to Wendy Elliott 
and any left over athletic ability to Miss Sterling. 

Duffy Healey leaves her infamous ability to appear busily pre-occupied while 
accomplishing nothing to anyone who feels she needs added finesse in this compli- 
cated, yet helpful and handy art. 

We, the Senior Class of 1957, do hope and expect that the faculty and the un- 
dergraduates will respect, honor and cherish our suggestions, advice, and prize pos- 
sessions. This last will and testament was drawn up, compiled, and edited by 

Julie Eiseman 
Connie Siioesmith 
Sally Cessna 


THE STEP 

Think well 

On this your last day as a child. 
Tomorrow — 

You graduate, face the great world 
Alone. 



NOTHING? 

There is nothing to see! 

It is only a silver birch; 

But is comes like a beautiful joy to me, 

Like the joy you feel so calm and free, 

When all is still as still can be, 

After a psalm in the church. 

It is so fair and light! 

It grows on a rock by a well ! 

The rock is so strong and the birch is so slight 
That they fill my heart with a strange delight, 
And I think they make a wonderful sight, 
Though why I can never tell. 

The rock I grasp and reach, 

And the birch tree I cannot touch; 

But its rustling leaves have a tender speech, 

For I know that their whispered words can teach, 
And comfort me very much. 

The rock is strong and wild, 

And the well is wide and deep; 

So I nodded my little head and smiled, 

For I felt that they both could protect a child; 
And the birch tree murmured soft and mild, 

And so I fell fast asleep. 

Why should this written be? 

And what have I got to tell? 

The wise, wise people will laugh at me, 

And say there is nothing at all to see, 

Only a rock, and only a tree, 

And only a little well. 


Jo Pitt, ’58 


THE LOAN 


When one is seven years old, ten cents is a great deal of money and when one 
receives ten cents every day, it is the cause of much speculation and second graders 
are a very speculative people. Their world is magnified as if one were looking 
through field glasses at an object three feet away. So it is that a very big boy of 
eleven appears enormous in every proportion and on one’s small mind he makes a very 
big imprint. Size means much to the small but difference in color is cause for even 
greater speculation, for colors are among the first things to be learned, and reds and 
blues stand out just as much as do blacks and whites. I cannot say if it is this differ- 
ence in color that makes me remember this story from my childhood so vividly or not, 
but I am sure that, no matter what the reason may be, I will never forget it. 

I can remember a great many things about second grade. I remember taking 
tadpoles to school in a jar. I remember one Spring when I came with a praying 
mantis cocoon for the teacher, who said it was a very nice cocoon and that it would, 
be interesting to watch it hatch. I also remember the day it hatched and I can, 
still see the hundreds of little bugs pouring out of Betty’s desk and running up her 
legs and arms and across her books. There are other things to remember too; Dick 
and Jane with their dog, and one of my first arithmetic problems, two and two is 
four — I think it must have taken me a very long time to remember that — but of all 
these things, I remember “Ghandi” the best. 

“Ghandi” was about eleven and was in the fifth grade; that was upstairs and 
it was considered very grown up to be in classes upstairs. “Ghandi’s” mother must 
have washed his face very hard every morning because it shone as a polished buck- 
eye shines in the sun. I understood that because I had my face scrubbed firmly in 
the morning by my mother, but I didn’t understand solcless shoes and patched 
pants with frayed ends. I was to understand more though in the years to come. 

There was a candy store near the school that sold delicious chocolates and pep- 
permint sticks, and every day after lunch — I have since been told that I was much 
envied by my city-dwelling classmates, who were never allowed to bring their lunch 
to school in intriguing paper bags — my fellow rural companions and I would go 
to Mr. MacFingan’s store to sample his fine candy. 

I am not sure how I started to give half of my ten cents to “Ghandi” but I 
think I must have come to realize that he never ate any candy and that on some 
days he did not even go home for lunch! I remember that he would silently take 
the nickel, utter thank you, and run to the store for his candy. 

I can remember little else about my relationship with “Ghandi.” I do not 
know when I stopped giving nickels to him or how many I gave or for how long 
a time. I never saw him again until one night about eight years later when I was 
standing by the sidelines of a high school football game. Besides me was a very, 
tall colored man in an Air Force uniform. I must have brushed his arm as I took 
my place by the rope, for he turned toward me for a moment and then smiled and 
asked me if I was still giving nickels to little boys. 

I shall never forget nor regret that gift — or was it a loan — because it was so 
remembered. 


Virginia Brown, ’57 


THIS COULD HAVE HAPPENED 

Night had fallen on the battlefield at Philippi. Kindly night who drew her 
dusky velvet curtains across the hideous sights of battle, those pitiful mounds which 
had once been men. Every now and then the light from a watery moon cast a cold 
and dreary beam upon a discarded shield or a broken sword. 

Had any living creature been around that bloody battlefield that night, they 
might have seen a slender boyish figure, wearing the traditional Roman uniform, 
lying remote, alone. Had they paused to look at his face, they would have recog- 
nized him as Lucius, the faithful boy who had served Brutus and Portia so well. 
If they had looked even more closely, they would have noticed a serene smile upon 
his youthful face. Lucius had died in battle by a self-inflicted wound. 

Perhaps no one has ever heard the real story of what happened to Lucius, and 
certainly Shakespeare never told us about it. You might say that the real begin- 
ning was the night the conspirators met at Brutus’ house. In the play, “Julius 
Caesar,” we are told Lucius leaves the room as soon as the conspirators enter. But 
the truth is Lucius hid in a secluded spot and overheard the entire conservation. So 
obviously he was well aware of what they were planning. From the moment that 
these men had appeared at the door, Lucius had been suspicious of them. He had 
even attempted to warn Brutus, his master, in a tactful and humble way when he 
said, “No, sir, their hats are plucked about their cars, and half their faces buried 
in their cloaks, that by no means I may discover them by any mark of favor.” 
Brutus, however, had appeared too distrait to pay much attention to his young 
servant’s words, and had merely motioned to him to leave the room. This strange 
action on the part of Brutus had stimulated his curiosity enough to make him listen 
to their schemes. 

Now Lucius was in a horrible predicament. Which way should he turn? He 
loved his master and was devoted to him, yet he was in no position to tell him what 
to do. So he had bided his time in hopes that his master’s noble nature would 
reassert itself, and that he would not succumb to the persuasive arguments of Cassius, 
one of the conspirators against Julius Caesar. 

Then the fearful day arrived when Portia, Brutus’s wife, said, “Run Lucius, 
and commend me to my lord ; say I am merry ; come to me again, and bring me word 
what he doth say to thee.” He had, of course, obeyed her at once, and hastened to 
the capitol. Indeed, he had run the entire way until, suddenly realizing that there 
was an unusual uproar and that he was only one of a vast crowd of confused people, 
he had found himself gazing in horror at the mutilated body of Caesar. 

I could not attempt to portray for you the thoughts and confused ideas that 
were running through Lucius’s head at that moment. The loud noise from the im- 
mense crowd of people, mixed with the sight of Ceasar, must have made him very 
dizzy — for to his surprise, when he looked up, he found himself at the foot of Brutus. 
He gazed into Brutus’s eyes with bewilderment, as if to say, “Please take me with 
you.” 

As the story goes, Brutus took Lucius to battle with him. This made Lucius very 
happy, for his one desire was to be with Brutus. 

In this play ‘Julius Caesar,” Antony gives a very convincing and enlightening 
speech to the people grouped about the body of Caesar. It is important to note here 
that the minds of the people of this era were swayed very easily. Antony’s speech 
turned them into a very dangerous group of people. All they had fixed in their 
minds was to hear whoever had anything to do with the death of Caesar. This, as I 
found out by reading the play, caused a treacherous battle, leaving many people 
dead. Antony’s forces were, of course, victorious. 


Not long after this battle, Brutus killed himself, doing it not out of self-pity, 
but because he felt it would please his country if he were dead. As I think back, 
I remember part of the speech given by Brutus after he killed Caesar. He said, 
“As I slew my best lover for the good of Rome, I have the same dagger for myself 
when it shall please my country to need my death.” 

Loyal Lucius killed himself on this very same day. This was out of self-pity. 
He was a lost person without his beloved master. But this was not a tragic moment, 
because Lucius was happy. That’s why he carried the serene smile upon his face — 
he would be with Brutus forever now. ^ 

Lyn Kingston, ’58 


CASTLES IN THE SAND 

There was sand on the beach 
And little brother too. 

With this combination, 

Just guess what would ensue! 

First a shovel, then a pail 

Were ejected from the trunk. 
Water at the sea shore 

Scooped up with lots of spunk. 

A quick run up the beach 
Was all it took to start. 

The architect tried building 
A castle he thought art. 

Ingredients were carefully mixed 
In what was called “Cement.” 

The two small hands constructed then 
A castle magnificent. 

The boy worked on adroitly. 

Minutes passed, and then an hour. 
A wall of waste had formed around. 
Yet ever upward grew the tower. 

The edifice was finished. 

The boy’s attention dwindled. 
Another occupation 

His fleeting interest kindled. 

The forgotten pail and shovel 
Lay silent on the sand. 

The lapping waves rolled upward 
Taking the castle grand. 

Diane Dubrule, ’60 


THE DISCORDANT TREE 


O, grant for me a surcease from sorrow, 

Take from me this cold-as-silver sadness, 

Make my being revel in gladness 
To off-set the chimerical hell of tomorrow. 

The tree of happiness is thus blighted 
By the viruses of loneliness and misery. 

I am that tree, quaking, shivering, and affrighted. 
Restlessly and fitfully, I seek to fling forth 
My diseased leaves of depression, and ungracious apathy. 
But why to strive to divert this sorrow? 

Why to beg relief from its pressing, 

Why to expel this grief distressing? I am not 
Afraid of future days, for nothing more could be, 

That which is now so dread to me. . . 

Stephanie Healey, ’57 


THE CAT 

The cat slinks in the shadows of the night. 

Who’ll be its victim, who will flee its sight. 

Gracefully poised on velvet paws, 

Tenderly cushioning treacherous claws. 

What sly thoughts hide behind cold, opal eyes, 

As it traverses beneath misty gray skies. 

In the day its soft and warm purring for its mistress or master — 
How different at night, when the last city sound dies away! 

It changes to its true self, its old primordial way. 

Its claws are sharp and fast to kill, 

No scent evades its delicate nostril. 

Tentative, wary, sly without compare; 

A warm small body in its jaws it will not share. 

Beautifully deadly, symbol of the night, 

Smooth and majestic, resentful of the light. 

Ethel Hodges, ’60 


THE DOGWOOD 


You burst with life, 
possessing radiance and beauty. 

Your petals are of white and 
chalky pink, reflecting God’s 
creative hands. 

Through the night you are still, only to be awakened 
with a kiss from a gentle breeze. 

Diane Stone, ’57 

VOICES IN THE WEND 

The night, turbulent and black, had an eerie, almost bewitching, atmosphere. 
There was the incessant and erratic descent of the rain, and there was the wind,, 
there was always the wind. 

At times on the hill, the wind would sweep in and around the weathered man- 
sion, not unlike the strummed chords of a harp. It would become lively, almost 
frolicking in sensation, tiptoeing through the shutters, and skipping around the. 
crevices and patches of decay. 

Tonight the wind began to swirl, and the rain beat like native drums, in pat- 
terns and then in capricious bursts. A woman, pale and lifeless, lay in the ink of her 
chamber, without a stir, scarcely a breath. The musty linen was pulled tight, and 
she was listening — listening and thinking with thoughts keyed to the mood of the 
night. 

“What was it?” Her withered features, revealing hints of faded beauty, were 
taut. “The wind? Yes — the wind.” It came driving and pushing, pounding against 
the house. The twelve great oaks, which enveloped the mansion on the hills sum- 
mit, bowed and swayed to the wind, as a graceful willow in an impetuous summer 
breeze. It would ebb, and whistle through the crevices, laughing it seemed, then 
crash in bringing memories of rough, hard years, lived with lust and impulse. Down 
the chimney it moaned and wailed through the flue, vibrating echoes of passion 
and sorrow. 

Why, the wind, bewitching as it was, lonely beyond belief, seemed to be mocking, 
ridiculing. Why? Were those years futile? The wind had a hollow nonresonant 
sound. 

The lady’s mind raced like lightning — The wind was interpreting so many half- 
forgotten deeds and moods, bringing them to mind in retrospect as though by an 
examination of conscience. The depression which accompanied the inference of her 
many years was passing. Her mood was of peace. 

The wind rolled in with a flourish of trumpets, and she uttered with a feeling 
of fear and faith, “O, my God, have mercy!” Then she died. 

As though a soft pedal was put on the night, the native drums were muted, and 
the rain descended softly and monotonously. The wind had left, leaving only a 
tell-tale breeze. 

She had died better than she had lived. Gone from the wind Yes, gone 

from the wind, never to awake to its echoes. 


Kathleen Cashman, ’59 


SPRING 


Springtime. . . 

Fruit trees in bud 

The smell of new-mown grass 

Robins flying in the blue 

Barefoot boys with long fishing poles. . . 

All’s green. 

Janet Lombard, ’57 


INFINITY 

Space is infinity, 

Endlessness. 

But can there be nothing else 
To this vast universe? 

Certainly all things must cease. . . 

So why not space — 

The endlessness that 
Envelops mankind? 

Imagine, if you can, 

What it would be like 

To go on, forever, through infinity. 

Georgene Walkley, ’57 


SUNSET 

A golden coral contrasts against 
the red, bursting ever outward 
toward the world. 

This mass of flame simmers 
and dies 

and silently hides behind 
its blanket. 

Clusters of petals, 
stretching towards the sky, 
reaching for something, 
Eternity. 


Diane Stone, ’57 



FIRST TEAM HOCKEY GAME 

It was a beautiful day, on the 14th of November, that the splashes of red and 
white and blue and gold once more adorned the traditional first team hockey game 
between Cae and Kava. Captains Kingston and Cessna gave the nod as the whistle 
blew, and the game was at last underway. From the first, it was against equality. 
The two teams were unbelievably evenly matched, and each turned in a superb per- 
formance. At the half, the score was proof of the desperate struggle — one to one. 

As the game resumed action, Kava suddenly surged ahead scoring two goals in 
a row. As the second half continued, the spectators viewed some excellent hockey, 
and the goalies, in particular, made some dramatic saves. As the time clock ticked 
away the remaining minutes, Cae’s efforts were rewarded as they evened up the 
score to make it three to three. 

As the final whistle blew, the ball lay in the middle of the field where the game 
had begun. It was not, however, played in vain. Cae and Kava proved once again 
that spirit and sportsmanship are far more important than a win or a loss. 

J- E 


SECOND TEAM HOCKEY GAME 

The first showing of the traditional Cae-Kava rivalry burst forth. from Rogers 
Hall on the seventh of November, as the second teams of both clubs took the field 
amidst the thundering cheers of the well wishing fans. At the starting whistle, Kava 
quickly fought their way to the Cae goalie to make their first score of the game. 
The ball shifted from one end of the field to the other, with Kava getting more re- 
sults from their efforts than Cae. At the half, the score was 3-1. 

During the second half, Cae suddenly came to life, showing some good hockey 
for the first time. The final score was six to four in favor of Kava, but Cae put up 
a good fight to the finish and showed excellent sportsmanship in their defeat. 

J E. 


DRAMATICS 

On Tuesday evening the twentieth of November Rogers Hall gave its first play 
of the school year. Under the able direction of Mrs. Koelsch “The Great Big Door- 
step” provided the audience with a very gay evening. 

THE GREAT BIG DOORSTEP 

BY 

Frances Goodrich and Albert Hackett 



Kava Club 



Club Officers 

Cae: J. Eiseman, President ; P. Rosenshine 
Kava : A*. Adams, President ; M. Bright 



Kava Cheerleading 

Left to right, row one. D. Purdy, E Vargis, 
A Adams, row two M Bright, D Newcomer 




. 



cast of Characters 


Evvie Crochet 

Topal Crochet 

Mrs. Crochet 

Etna Crochet 

Fleece Crochet 

Arthur Crochet 

Mr. Tobin 

Commodore 

Announcer 

Girl on the radio 

Mrs. Durpe 

T ayo Delacroix 

Davy Crochet 

Mrs. Beaumont Crochet 


Sally Cessna 
Suellen McCarthy 
Julie Eiseman 
Sue Carroll 
Diane Shearer 
Martina Botty 
Maria Bright 
Georgene Walkley 
Joan Goodale 
Betsie Wagner 
Deborah Hanson 
Jennifer Gang 
Stephanie Healey 
Judith Parker 

V. A. B. 


NEW HAMPTON DANCE 

Just after Thanksgiving vacation, Rogers Hall took part in a very significant 
social event. This event was the New Hampton School’s concert and dance with Rog- 
ers Hall. After a long period of absence from the social calendar, this school again 
came to the fore. 

The Glee Club concert, so ably conducted by Mr. T. H. Moore, began the 
evening. The New Hampton choir, with its renditions of “New Hampton, Fair New 
Hampton,” “Brothers, Sing On High,” and “Old Man Noah,” performed admirably, 
much to the enjoyment of all. Rogers Hall also gave a most entertaining program, 
singing such songs as “I Could Have Danced All Night,” and “Lullay, Thou Little 
Tiny Child.” The concert culminated in the combined choruses singing “Coming 
Through the Rye.” 

The dance, of course, was enjoyed by most, with the gay and winsome deco- 
rations in the theme of “The Wizard of Oz” adding a light-hearted touch. Together 
with the music of Ken Reeves and his orchestra, and the Rogers Hall octet enter- 
taining during intermission with “Blue Skies” and “On Moonlight Bay,” the evening 
was a complete success. 


G. R. W. 


CHRISTMAS VESPERS 

Parents and students were crowded into the study hall. The candles on the 
mantle enveloped the front of the room in a bright, golden mist. The glee club, led 
by Miss LeButt, sang well-known carols, and Christmas stories and poems were 
read. Mrs. MacGay presented the class rings, a high point in the lives of the Seniors 
at Rogers Hall. 

C. W. 


CHRISTMAS PAGEANT 

The Christmas pageant, “Why The Chimes Rang,” was given on the last night 
before vacation amid the bustle and rush of last minute packing. It was the story 
of a Christmas Eve long ago and told of a young man’s wish being granted in return 
for a kindness he had done. The four main characters were : 


The Old Woman 
Uncle Bertel 
Steen 
Holga 


Joan Goodale 
Nancy O’Connell 
Diane Shearer 
Betsie Wagner 


In addition to these, there were several minor parts such as those of the kings 
and shepherds, which were played by various other girls. 


J L. 


VOLLEY BALL GAME 

2nd TEAM 

Miss Sterling blew her whistle to start off the second of the Cae-Kava encounters. 
Cae immediately took the lead, taking advantage of Kava’s obvious nervousness. 

The second half showed a definite change. Kava recovered to give the audience 
some terrific rallies, while Cae’s confidence wavered uncertainly. It was a fight to 
the finish, but Kava pulled through on top, 37-32. 

VOLLEY BALL GAME 

1st TEAM 

The atmosphere was decidedly more tense as the first teams of Cae and Kava 
warmed up for their volley ball game. 

As the two teams separated to take positions on the court, there was a moment 
of indecision as to whether Sue Morse would stop Maria Bright’s spikes, or vice 
versa. The problem solved, the whistle blew, and the friendly rivalry was under- 
way once more. 

The two teams were very evenly matched — the game being sparked by many 
good plays and exciting rallies. Cae’s serving was on the whole poor, but they re- 
taliated by returning a great many of Kava’s excellently placed shots. Towards the 
end Cae took the edge to make the final score 35-24. 

J- E. 


EXETER 

The Money Tree — this spectacle greeted the eyes of the would-be dancers enter- 
ing the gym January nineteenth at seven p. m. It is a shame that money doesn’t 
grow on trees, but it’s fun to pretend, as many did who contemplated the luxuriant 
foliage. During intermission, the Rogers Hall Octet did not sing the theme song, 
“The Money Tree,” but they did give an admirable performance, doing the old 
favorites, “Blue Skies,” “Sentimental Journey,” and “On Moonlight Bay.” 

The prelude to this affair had been the Concert and dinner enjoyed by Exeter 
and Rogers Hall. We were fortunate in having both the Exeter Glee Club singing 
“Roving,” “What Care I,” and “Deck the Halls,” and the Exeter Orchestra perform- 
ing such pieces as the English Folk Song Suite. Rogers Hall gave their renditions of 
“All Glory, Laud, and Honor,” “Awake Thou Wintry Earth,” and “I Could Have 
Danced All Night.” 

After supper, the couples adjourned to the festooned gymnasium to complete 
the evening dancing to the music of the Royal Exonians. 


G. W. 



Cae Hockey 


Left to right, row one: K. King, V. Noble, L. Kingston, C. Marsh, J. Parker. 

Left to right , row two: J. Eiseman, N. Wolf, P. Rosenshine, S. Morse, B. Van Horne, J. 
Goodale (Manager). 



Kava Hockey 

L^// to right, row one : C. Cashman, A. Crocker, S. Cessna, M. Bright, C. Bowes, T. Estes. 
Left to right, row two: B. Wagner, D. Purdy, N. Barson, N. O’Connell, D. Shearer, A. Adams, 

b. Healey (Manager). 




Cae Volleyball 

Left to right, row one: V. Noble, J. Parker, S. Morse, N. Wolf. 

Left to right, row two: C. Shoesmith (Manager), B. Van Horne, M. Pomar, P. Rosenshine, C. 
Marsh, L. Sulouff. 
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Kava Volleyball 

Left to right, row one: M. Bright, N. O’Connell, C. Bowes, A. Adams. 

Left to right, row two: N. Barson, J. Dayton, G. Walkley, P. Lancaster, C. Reynolds (Manager) 



Cae Basketball 

Left to right , row one : J. Parker, S. Morse, P. Rosenshine, N. Wolf, J. Goodale. 

Left to right, row two: B. Van Horne, A. Churchill, J. Eiseman, C. Marsh, S. McCarthy (Man- 
ager) 



Kava Basketball 

Left to right , row one: N. O’Connell, P. Chalmers, G. Fowler, C. Bowes, N. Barson. 

Left to right, row two: D. Purdy, D. Hanson, P. Lancaster, D. Shearer, T. Estes, A. Adams, 
E. Cook (Manager). 




Cae Softball 

Left to right, row one : S. Morse, L. Kingston, K. King, J. Eiseman, S. McCarthy. 

Left to right, row two: B. Van Horne, B. Herrmann, P. Rosenshine, J. Parker, C. Marsh, S. 
Herrmann (Manager). 



Kava Softball 

Left to right, row one: N. Barson, D. Shearer, C. Curtin, S. Cessna, K. Freeman, C. Bowes. 
Left to right, row two : C. Cashman, G. Fowler, M. Bright, M. Caley, A. Adams, T. Estes 
(Manager). 



THE ST. MARKS CONCERT AND DANCE 


On March second, Rogers Hall embarked upon a new adventure. We were 
going to St. Marks for a Glee Club Concert and dance. Our official greeter was a 
tremendous Labrador retriever, who proceeded to boom his welcome at us as we filed 
past. (St. Marks must have a rather large dog food bill.) 

We began the evening with the concert in the gymnasium. St. Marks performed 
a group of beautiful religious songs, and the favorite Negro spiritual “Going to Live 
With God.” Rogers Hall, much to the pleasure of all, sang, “Climbing Up The 
Mountain,” “In Wood Embowered,” and “Twenty Lovesick Maidens We.” 

The two schools then feasted, but not for long. Back we went to the gymnasium 
for the dance which featured a lively Charleston session. St. Marks octet finished the 
evening by singing most expertly, “Blue Skies,” “Going to Write Myself a Letter,” 
and “Ding Dong Daddy.” And by the way, the Rogers Hall octet “also ran.” 

G. W. 


BASKETBALL GAME 

2nd TEAM— MARCH 15 

This was a wild, badly played but exciting game of the third encounter between 
Cae and Kava’s second teams. For the first half, Kava’s guards held their zone very 
well, and Cae’s score was kept low. In the second half, however, the outlook for Cae 
brightened, and the final score was 24-26 in their favor. In spite of the loud rivalry 
between the clubs during the game, the sportsmanship afterwards was tops, as the 
court was mobbed with blue and gold and red and white shouting their congratula- 
tions. 


BASKETBALL GAME 

1st TEAM— MARCH 16 

The 1st team basketball game proved to be one of the best played games Rogers 
Hall has ever seen. With roommates Carol Bowes and Sue Morse high scorers with 
21 and 20 points respectively, the two clubs fought on in a battle of wits and strategy. 
The outstanding factor in this game was the teamwork, which worked especially well 
with Cae’s defense the last half. Although the final score was 40 to 30 in favor of Cae, 
both teams put on an excellent performance in both skill and sportsmanship. 

J- E- 

THE SENIOR-UNDERGRAD PARTY 

The Senior-Undergrad Party was held the night of March 16th in the Gym. 
Carolyn Curtin as Arthur Godfrey was on hand to preside over the festivities, and 
Tony Marvin (Dee Dee Newcomer) gave the inevitable Lipton Tea ad. Assisting 
him were Hali Loki and her partner, Julie Eiseman, both dressed in the latest from 
newspaper skirts. Joan Goodale, Charlotte Marsh, and Janet Dayton stepped 
in as Ish, Mish, and Tish. “Eloise” was enacted by Sarah Butler, with Nancy Mc- 
Grath portraying Nanny and Ginny Brown was called upon to give an impromtu 
rendition of “Mountain Dew.” We get a nostalgic taste of Paris with Lynn King- 
ston s original modem dances. The party was wound up with a Nighty-Night fashion 
show of sleepwear popular with the seniors. 


C. W. 


SPRING PLAYS 

f J he l aSt ni S^ t before vacation, two plays, were presented for the entertainment 
ot the students, faculty, and visiting parents. 

, -T h j u rSt Play> , Q ueen > White Queen,” was the story of Ann Boleyn and 

epic ted the struggle for the queenship between two women. 


Characters 


Elizabeth Hammond .... 
Madge Skelton ..... 
Mary Wyatt ...... 

Page 

Jane Seymour ..... 

Mary, Princess of Wales 

Margaret Pole ( Countess of Salisbury) 

Anne Boleyn ( Marchionesse of Pembroke) 
Catherine of Aragon (Queen of England) 


Sandy Snow 
Suellen McCarthy 
Maria Bright 
Charlotte Marsh 
Wendy Wilkinson 
Bessie Wagner 
Jennifer Gang 
Martina Botty 
Victoria Estes 


The second play, “Maker of Dreams,” was a delightful presentation about one 
man’s search for the perfect wife. 

Characters 

Pierrette .......... Kathleen Cashman 

Pierrot ........... Janet Dayton 

Manufacturer .......... Joan Goodale 

J- L 


BADMINTON MATCH — MAY 1 

With Patsy Rosenshine representing Cae Club and Carol Bowes for Kava, the 
badminton tournament got underway. Both girls were tense, and the early rallies 
ended with many “wood” shots. The first game was the closest with Patsy finally 
breaking through the tie to end the game with 11-9. 

Carol swept the second game easily — Patsy’s resistance being a mere 3 points. 

The third and final game held many exciting rallies and some excellently placed 
shots by both girls, but Patsy emerged the final victor with the score 11-5. All games 
were well played and the sportsmanship of both the girls and the clubs was tops. 

J. E. 


FOUNDER’S DAY 

May 4th was warm and sunny — a perfect Founder’s Day. The alumnae, in- 
cluding one lady from the class of ’94, began arriving about noon-time. 

After a lunch of lobster salad, they held a meeting while their children were 
shown around the campus by some of the students. 

Later in the afternoon, everyone was entertained by a portion of “Mary, Queen 
of Scots,” and a few songs by the Glee Club. It was a fine celebration for the 138th 
birthday of Miss Elizabeth Rogers. 

C. W. 


SWIMMING MEET — MAY 16 

Even the final score, (43-42), suggest the tenseness and excitement of the Cae- 
Kava swimming meet on May 16th. Outstanding in the event was Carol Bowes, 
(racing breast stroke) , and Penny Bruckner, (racing free style) , for Kava — Pat Haass, 
(form breast stroke), and Barbie Van Home, (form dive), for Cae. Both teams 
deserve our congratulations — Kave for the victory, Cae for the fight. 

J- E. 



Cae Swimming 

Left to right , row one: S. Carroll, B. Herr- 
mann, J. Parker; row two: C. Migliore, B. 
Van Horne, C. Marsh, S. Gaunt (Manager), 
P. Haass, P. Rosenshine, B. Smith. 



Cae Badminton 

Left to right. P. Rosenshine, L. Fletcher, S. 
Morse, J. Eiseman. 



Kava Swimming 

Left to right , row one : B. Wagner, A. Hock- 
meyer; row two: T. Estes, B. Bowes, D. 
Shearer, J. Gang (Manager), P. Bruckner, M. 
Bright 




Kava Badminton 

Left to right : M. Bright, C. Bowes, G. Walk- 
ley, D. Shearer. 



I 


One-Act Plays 





FIRST TEAM SOFTBALL GAME — MAY 23 

The left field bushes and the bordering street seemed to be the favorite spot 
for this Cae-Kava softball game. The hitting, (when it was on the field), for both 
teams was quite good, and perhaps seemed a bit better than it should have because 
the fielding was quite poor. The seven innings, however, proved exciting as Kava 
battled from behind to eventually take the lead 20-17. Congratulations to both 
clubs and to Bill and Manuel for the good job they did in retrieving the misplaced 
balls. 


SECOND TEAM SOFTBALL GAME — MAY 24 

May 24th was a beautiful day, and the five innings of the second team went 
very quickly. Because of nervousness, the fielding in this game was also poor, al- 
though there was some nice hitting. Sitting on the side lines offering moral support 
were a few of the previous day’s casualties. As if to even things off, Cae took this 
game 14 to 4. 

J E. 


PROM 

From two o’clock to five o’clock p.m. on Saturday, the eighteenth of May, a 
large number of young men could be seen converging upon Rogers Hall. The 
occasion? The Senior Prom. 

The school was a bee hive of activity. During the afternoon, badminton, ping 
pong, and tennis were played, while many couples walked around the grounds and 
the general vicinity. As five o’clock drew near, the boys were hustled into cars and 
cabs to be transported to their respective abodes. 

Dinner began at seven, while the dancing commenced at eight. With the first 
notes of Ken Reeve’s orchestra, the Senior Prom was under way. The decorations 
of gay Japanese lanterns, potted palms, and lilacs lent themselves perfectly to the 
festive occasion. 

Came intermission and the Rogers Hall Octet performed for the audience. 
Singing “Blue Skies” (along with New Hampton, who entertained afterwards), 
“Sentimental Journey,” and “Joshua Fit de Battle ob Jericho,” the group terminated 
its season of singing admirably. This program was followed by the Senior Waltz for 
seniors only. Twelve o’clock midnight and everyone said their “goodnights”. 

Sunday morning was the finish to a perfect weekend, with a steak breakfast, 
tennis, and dancing in the gym. At noon, the gentlemen said their “adieus”. Thus, 
the weekend of Prom came to a close, to be remembered only in the thoughts of 
those who attended. 


G. R. W. 


BACCALAUREATE 

The Baccalaureate Service for the senior class of Rogers Hall was held at All 
Souls Church on Sunday, June 2nd. The Baccalaureate address was entitled “Life’s 
Three Necessities”. It imparted to the class the importance of hope, faith, and love, 
stressing the prominence they hold throughout life. A coffee hour following the 
service was attended by the seniors and their parents. 

We seniors shall long remember our graduation church service as one of the 
most significant and happiest of our lives. 


G. W. 


GLEE CLUB CONCERT 


After the Baccalaureate Service June 2nd, friends and relatives of the seniors 
were entertained by the Glee Club. They sang several religious selections and two 
Oriental pictures from Rubenstein’s “Tower of Babel”. Joan Goodale and Janet 
Dayton sang solos from “Patience”. The highlight of the concert was Beethoven’s 
Piano Concerto performed by Lyn Abbott, a graduate of the class of ’56, assisted by 
Miss LeButt, who played the orchestral accompaniment on the second piano. 

C. W. 


CLASS DAY 

The parents went into the dining room, found their seats, and soon were discuss- 
ing graduation excitedly and proudly. Undergrads filled the small border tables, 
quietly waiting for the food and wondering when the singing would start. Soon it did. 
Each senior read her verse and held up her gift for all to see and laugh at — a red 
car, gavel, Easter basket, a switch of mousy hair. Mrs. MacGay ended the meal by 
telling several amusing anecdotes about former students. 

Everyone left the dining room and went to the study hall for the presentation 
of awards and Class Day proceedings. Barbie Van Home and Joan Goodale were 
elected president and vice-president of Cae Club; Nancy O’Connell and Ellen Cook 
were chosen to head Kava Club next year. 

Georgene Walkley read the Class Prophecy — very cleverly written. Ginny Brown 
read her own composition of “Eloise is Coming to Commencement”. It was cute and 
made all of us glad that Eloise is only imaginary after we heard some of the pranks 
she was planning to play. Then Sally Cessna read the hilarious Class Will. And so 
another class of “grand, old seniors” is out in the “wide, wide world”. 

AWARDS 

CLUB AWARDS 


Cae 

Kava 

Volleyball 

Swimming 

Basketball 

Softball 

Hockey - tie 

INDIVIDUAL AWARDS 

Tennis 

Alison Crocker 

Badminton 

Patsy Rosenshine 

Posture 

Pat Lancaster 

N ea tness — Hall 

Charlotte Marsh 

— House 

Connie Shoesmith 
and Nicole Barson 

— Shedd 

Duffy Healey 

LIFE-SAVING AWARDS 

Candy Cashman 

Judie Parker 

Jennifer Gang 

Mariella Pomar 

Debby Hanson 

Elaine Vargis 

Bonney Herrmann 

Nancy Wolf 

Charlotte Marsh 

Carolyn Young 

Cynthia Migliore 







Splinters Staff 

Left to right , row one : L. Robinson, C. Wittmann, G. Walkley, C. Shoesmith, V. Brown, L 
Sulouff, S. Healey, S. Morse, S. Carroll. 

Left to right , row two: B. Herrmann, C. Young, J. Eiseman, J. Lombard, A. Churchill, J. 
Parker. 



Bear and Lion 

Left to right , row one- J Gang, J. Miers , 
row two K. Freeman, D Purdy, C Witt- 
mann L. Kingston, C Cashman , row three, 
b Blyth, J Goodale, S. Herrmann. 


Student Council 

Left to right, row one : L. Page, S. McCar- 
thy, S. Herrmann, A. Churchill; row two: C 
Marsh, C. Curtin, V. Noble, G. Walkley; row 
three C Shoesmith, N. Lindenburg, L Flet- 
cher, T. Estes 





Freshman-Sophomore Class 


R. H. AWARDS — given for athletic ability, captains, managers, life-saving, sports- 
manship, posture, attitude, and neatness. 


Cae 

Julie Eiseman 
Bonney Herrmann 
Charlotte Marsh 
Susan Morse 
Vanessa Noble 
Judie Parker 
Patsy Rosenshine 
Barbie Van Horne 
Nancy Wolf 


Kava 

Appley Adams 
Carol Bowes 
Maria Bright 
Gretchen Fowler 
Nancy O’Connell 
Diana Purdy 


C. W. 


I HAVE FIVE DAUGHTERS 

BY 

Margaret MacNamara 

On June third the last play of the year was given, 
an amusing comedy taken from Pride and Prejudice. 
watching, the dramatic year ended in a delightful hour of laughter. 

THE CHARACTERS 


Jane Bennett 

Elizabeth Bennett 

Mary Bennett 

Kitty Bennett 

Lydia Bennett 

Mrs. Bennett 

Sally .... 

Charlotte Lucas 

Mr. Bennett 

Charles Bingley 

Fitzwilliam Darcy 

William Collins 

Caroline Bingley 

Lady Catherine de Bourgh 


I Have Five Daughters was 
With parents and students 


Candy Cashman 
Sally Cessna 
Sue Carroll 
Suellen MacCarthy 
Katie Crumpacker 
Julie Eiseman 
Lee Fletcher 
Tory Estes 
Georgene Walkley 
Nancy O’Connell 
Janet Lombard 
Joan Goodale 
Tina Botty 
Stephanie Healey 
V. A. B. 


COMMENCEMENT 

As has been the case so often in the past, the Class of 1957 had a beautiful sunny 
aay with mild temperature for the Commencement Exercises. 

In a short ceremony, talks were given to the Seniors by Dr. Hale and Mrs. 
ac ay on future success, and the diplomas were awarded by Judge Leggat. Then 
ie various academic and extracurricular prizes were given out by Mrs. MacGay. 

a - nor t period of greetings and congratulations, a buffet lunch was served 
ln e dining room for students, parents and guests. 


AWARDS AND HONORS 


The Underhill Honor — College Preparatory (85%) 

Georgene Walkley 


Parsons Award (80%) — General Course 

Emily Fletcher 


Honor Roll — Average (85%) or above 


Mary Louise Argyle 
Catherine Crumpacker 
Diane Dubrule 
Nancy Fiske 
Joan Goodale 


Louise Hart 
Janet Lombard 
Carol Lord 
Jane Miers 
Mariella Pomar 


Lynne Robinson 
Sarah Robinson 
Constance Shoesmith 
Georgene Walkley 
Cecelia Wittmann 


Helen Hill Award — Constance Shoesmith 


Athletic Cup — Carolyn Bowes 
Art Prize — Melanie Sulouff 
Dramatics — Julie Eiseman 

honorable Mention — Sally Cessna — Georgene Walkley 

Bible — Janet Lombard 
Honorable Mention 

Mary Louise Argyle Nicole Barson 

Deborah Hanson Carolyn Kingston 

Music Appreciation — Charlotte Marsh 
Honorable Mention 

Maria Bright Georgena Lindenberg Suzanne Morse 

Mariella Pomar Georgene Walkley 


Current Events 
Emily Fletcher — Class 
Cecelia Wittman — Assembly 
Honorable Mention 

Nicole Barson Catherine Crumpacker Georgene Walkley 

Splinters 

Essay — Virginia Brown 
Poetry — Josephine Ellen Pitt 
Short Story — Carolyn Kingston 













umnae _l> ews 


Engagements 

Charlotte Atwood to Mr. James Weaver of St. Louis, Missouri. Mr. Weaver 
is a member of the senior class at Colorado College. 

Cynthia Dadmun to Ensign Winston G. Bridge, United States Naval Air Force, 
of Keene, New Hampshire. Ensign Bridge was graduated from Dartmouth College. 
He is now stationed at Pensacola, Florida. A December wedding is planned. 


Betty Grimes to Mr. Robert Hill of New York, New York. Mr. Hill is a member 
of this year’s graduating class at Rensselear Polytechnic Institute. Betty has just 
completed her freshman year at Russell Sage College. They plan to be married this 

fall. 


Carol Hedblom to Mr. Peter Ney Bennett of New Haven, Connecticut. Mr. 
Bennett was graduated from The Holdemess School and attends Yale University. 

Anne Hoff to Mr. Lewis J. McCoy, Jr., of Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. Mr. Mc- 
Coy is an alumnus of St. Joseph’s Preparatory School. He is a member of the grad- 
uating class this June at Drexel Institute of Technology. 

Betty MacDonald to Mr. Charles F. Fairbanks, 2nd, of Lowell, Massachusetts. 


Marriages 

February 22, 1957 — Nancy Elliott to Mr. William Ornstein in Fort Lauderdale, 
Florida. 

April 27, 1957 — Jean Holt to Mr. Martin McDermott, 2nd, in Bronxville, New 
York. 

May 12, 1957 — Sylvia Wilson to Mr. Dietrich Holzheu in Guatemala City, 
Guatemala. 

May 25, 1957 — Claire Hamel to Mr. Jerome Paul Hochswender in Bradford, 
Massachusetts. Mr. Hochswender is a graduate of The Polytechnic Preparatory 
Country Day School and Princeton University. 

J u *] e l 4 ’ Margo Wilke to Mr. Paul Richard Melichar in Chicago, Illinois. 

Mr. and Mrs. Melichar will be at home at 238 Beverly Place, Munster, Indiana. 


Births 

A i?m h ? r ’ J oann ’ to Mr - and Mrs - Campbell DeMallie (Betty Pratt) on Feb- 
ruary , 957. The DeMallies make their home in Dedham, Massachusetts. 

da J l § llt( ' r > Susan, to Mr. and Mrs. Harold Mason Rosenthal (Roberta Sher- 
man) on March 31, 1957 . 

AprilV°l957 hi!iP Currier ’ t0 Mr ' and Mrs - Warren E - Jackson (Jewel Currier) on 

t 1 ^ dau Shter, Theresa Gayle, to Mr. and Mrs. William C. Lamparter (Thalia 
Johnson) on May 10, 1957. 


General 


We are extremely proud to learn that Sara Lea Callaway has been elected Presi- 
dent of the Co-operative Government Association for the coming year at Hood Col- 
lege in the all-college election this spring. This year Sara Lea has been Vice-President 
of the Extra-Curricular Council and junior class representative to the Government 
Association. 

We arc equally proud of Barbara Scobie who has also been head of student 
government at Cazenovia Junior College. Barbara was graduated this June Phi 
Theta Kappa. 

The following Rogers Hall alumnae were also represented among students who 
graduated from colleges and junior colleges this year. Polly Atwood was graduated 
from Cornell University. She has accepted a position to teach English at The Cathe- 
dral School in Garden City, Long Island, New York. Another member of the Rogers 
Hall Class of 1953 who received her B. A. this June was Carol Robinson. She was 
a member of the graduating class at Pembroke College. Cynthia Dadmun and Myrna 
McElhiney also received degrees from The Sargent College of Physical Education. 

Four Rogers Hall alumnae were graduated from Pine Manor Junior College: 
Nina Duane, Mary Ann Morgan, Pam Pence, and Connie Veevers. Joan Kuppen- 
heimer also completed the three year course in elementary teaching which she was 
taking there. We are not sure of her plans for the future, nor do we know what Nina 
and Pam expect to do, but Mary Ann will continue her education at The Katharine 
Gibbs School in Boston, and Connie plans to go on to Denison University. This 
summer she is to have a most interesting experience, as she is to go to Denmark un- 
der the auspices of The Experiment in International Living. For a month she will 
live with a Danish family and after that will travel through Scandinavia for several 
weeks. It all sounds very exciting! 

Kitty Chamberlain was also among this year’s graduates, having completed her 
course at Endicott Junior College. 

Pam Hollingworth is extremely happy to have been chosen to attend The 
American Theatre Wing Summer School at The Cape Play House on Cape Cod. The 
students in this group, as well as receiving instruction, put on two plays during the 
summer which are given as matinee performances. They also have the opportunity 
to try out for minor parts in the regular Play House productions. Pam left Italy, 
where she had been an exchange student from Smith College this year, a little early 
in order to compete for this chance and we are very happy that she has been selected. 
She says that her experience in Europe during the past year was completely fascina- 
ting. She loved every minute of it! 

Elaine Leary has been elected President of The Angel Flight, the women’s hon- 
orary military division of The Arnold Air Society, at The University of Connecticut. 
Elaine’s rank is that of cadet major, or flight commander. In addition, she was elected 
Recording Secretary of her sorority, Kappa Alpha Theta, for the coming year. She 
will also serve as head usher for the formal University auditorium concert series. 
Academically she has done well, too, as this spring she was on the Dean’s List. This 
summer Elaine is to take some courses at The University of Cincinnati. 

We were happy to welcome Lucy Meyer and her mother at Commencement. It 
was quite a trek for them, as Lucy came from Randolph-Macon College and her 
mother from their home in Hinsdale, Illinois. 

Several alumnae have visited school recently. Anne Wellesley Howes and Posh 
Thompson dropped in one day since Commencement, and during spring vacation 
Shirley Collette Laffey was here. Jean MacGay Curtiss has been here for a few days 
visit, having flown on from California to be at her fifteenth reunion at Smith College 
with Barbara Marden Wilson. Of course we loved having Jean here. California 
doesn’t seem so far off after all! 


As usual we have gleaned a few new addresses from the replies to our Founder s 
Dav invitations. Mary Osgood Malcolm’s address in Marblehead, Massachusetts, is 
now 173 Jersey Street. Patricia Talbot Wallace has moved from Dover, New Hamp- 
shire to Farmington, Connecticut, where she lives at 3 Waterville Road. Marjorie 
Marshall Field’s present address is 323 Shrewsbury Street, Holden, Massachusetts, and 
Elaine Putnam Bailey now lives in Shirley, Massachusetts. Her address is P. O. Box 
#29. 

We were interested to learn that Dorothy Mignault, whose home is in Goose 
Rocks, Maine, is represented as one of the two principal characters in “My Love 
Affair with the State of Maine,” by Gertrude MacKenzie. 

Ruth French Chirurg writes that she is glad to be back at her home in Danvers, 
Massachusetts, after a recent lengthy trip to South America. There s no place quite 
like New England to a New Englander! 

Polly Piper Elmes evidently loves New England, too. Recently Mrs. MacG^y 
received a most attractive card from Polly and her husband, Norman, showing a 
drawing of their home on Wells Hill Road in Lakeville, Connecticut, and bearing the 
following verse: 

Like bewildered birds 
We have changed our nest 
Many a time and oft. 

But here we’ll stay 

’Till Judgment Day 

Please note — at home “The Croft.” 

We can understand why they feel as they do. It looks perfectly lovely. 

Nancy Elliott Omstein has written Mrs. MacGay since her marriage — reported 
in this issue — from her present home at 1000 Windemere Drive, Pittsburgh, Pennsyl- 
vania. Bill, Nancy writes, and his sister, who teaches French at Abbot Academy, 
came to this country from their native Holland in 1940. Bill works for Westinghouse 
on atomic engineering as a metalurgist. Prior to her wedding this winter, Nancy had 
a position as head bookkeeper with the Powell Motor Company in Fort Lauderdale, 
Florida. Now she is very busy just being a housewife and is loving it. She is also 
an active member of the Garden Club. On their honeymoon they went to Havana, 
Cuba, and as this goes to press, they are on a second honeymoon — this time to be 
spent in Colorado. Next spring they plan a European trip. Altogether it sounds like 
a happy and interesting life! 

Gail Stainsby will be among the European tourists this summer and Turner 
Baker will be another. So our alumnae do manage to get around. 

Ruth Traub left college to take a job in Kansas City, Missouri. She is living 
in Apartment #106 at 321 Ward Parkway and seems to be having lots of fun, inci- 
dentally. 

We are a bit late in reporting that Naomi Sherman was on the Dean’s List at 
The Bouve-Boston School during the first semester of this college year. Sometimes 
we just don’t learn these things on time! 

A letter from Louise Taylor Gerdine from her home at 2306 Holgate Square, Los 
Angeles, California, shows us that she certainly leads a most active life. Besides being 
a housewife, she is a Director on the Executive Board of the Hollywood Chapter, 
National Society Daughters of the American Revolution; a member of the College 
Women s Club of Pasadena; and a Councilor on the Board of the patriotic Huguenot 
Society of California. Louise’s husband, Dr. L. van Home Gerdine, is a consulting 
specialist in neurology and a psychiatrist on the Los Angeles County Superior Court, 
' minal - apartment. He also lectures at the Los Angeles County Hospital. Dr. and 
s Gerdine s daughter, Eleanor, lives at home with them. Their son, Philip, who 
nas two sons, now lives in Dallas, Texas. Louise writes that she has many happy and 
i d memories o her Rogers Hall school days, some very amusing! We are especially 


glad to have this information about her, as she has been among our “lost” alumnae — 
those for whom we have no address. It is always gratifying to be able to take one of 
those cards out of the “lost” file and put it back in the active file. 

Many of our alumnae will be sorry to learn of the death of Miss Dorothy Le- 
Butt’s mother on June 5, 1957, in Portland, Maine. 

Recent alumnae will also be sorry to hear of the retirement this June of two 
members of our faculty. Miss Louise Levesque, who has taught French and Spanish 
at Rogers Hall for the past eight years, plans to spend the next year, at least, in 
her beloved France. And Mrs. Beulah Hubbard Koelsch, our dramatics and remedial 
reading instructor as well as housemother at Shedd for the past two years, has re- 
turned to her home in California. We shall miss them! 
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EDITORIAL 

This is the time of year when we busily shine up the house from aerial 
to furnace and gaily burn the junk that has been collecting in the backs 
of closets and drawers for the past year. How paradoxical that we should 
show such industry in de-cluttering our physical belongings, while com- 
pletely ignoring the necessity for order and revision in our minds. We 
burn boxes and barrels of old trinkets, yet we cling like spiders to a web 
of time-worn ideas, content with “It was good enough for Grandma; it’s 
good enough for me.” Let us not fall deeper into this*bottomless pit of 
complacency, of self-satisfaction. Let us not be cowards, afraid to stick 
our necks out; if we stay in our padded cocoon, we will surely suffocate. 
Our potentialities will be no more developed than the silk worm, murdered 
in its platinum shell. Must we be wrapped like mummies and prematurely 
interred under the pyramid of society? Society, after all is merely an in- 
vention of man, constructed so that he can act, talk, live like everyone else, 
while his mind and talents often grow moldy with disuse. Strike out at 
the corrupt aspects of the world — its outdated beliefs, its worthless tra- 
ditions, its too-convenient caste system. 

What would have happened if Da Vinci and Michelangelo and Ein- 
stein had skulked off like mongrel dogs with their tails between their legs 
at the least breath of public displeasure or misunderstanding? We would 
still be blowing out candles at night if Edison had not come along with his 
genius and courage, but “They laughed at Edison.” By these examples, we 
in no way mean to imply that we all have the potentialities of a genius. 
We don’t. Nevertheless, we have talents which should not be ignored or 
shoved carelessly out of the way. Our talents in writing, speaking, art or 
organization may not make us nationally known figures, but can be of 
great use in improving both our community and the lives of those around 
us. 

If America is to remain prosperous, it is for us, the maturing genera- 
tion, to set out boldly and seize the new ideas — to advance ! 
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DANCING SCHOOL 


“One, two, three, slide,” the dancing master rasps. “Crash, bang,” 
the piano roars. Along each wall sits a row of fond parents beaming 
happily at the swaying, shifting mass of would-be dancers churning around 
the floor. This is dancing school. 

Small, scrubbed boys with sticky hands shove small, meticulously 
curled girls around and around. The room spins and settles. Little. Joe 
stomps on my foot; I kick his ankle. We both wince. We both said, “Ex- 
cuse me.” 

“Jessie’s mother’s hat is awful . . 

“Look at the dancing master hop and skip to the music . . .” 

“Karen looks funny. She has bubble gum in her mouth . . .” 

“Thank you, Little Joe, for the dance.” 

“You’re welcome.” 

Well, it is over for a minute or two . . . 

All the boys make a headlong dash for the coatroom. Sticky candy 
appears from nowhere. Neckties are loosened. Someone produces a pencil 
stub. A game of tic-tac-toe appears on the already grimy wall. Suddenly 
the piano announces that the next dance is about to begin. Candy and 
pencil disappear and sickly grins take their place. The young Astaires file 
sheepishly into the hall. 

From the other end of the hall advance a giggling group of pony- 
tailed charmers striving vainly to hide an odd assortment of combs, gum, 
and candy. 


“Would you care to dance?” 

“Yes, thank you. I’d love to.” 

The dancing master rasps, “One, two, three, slide.” The piano bangs. 
The fond parents beam proudly and the small Astaires shove their partners 
masterfully around the floor. 

From the other end of the hall advance a giggling group of pony- 
tailed charmers striving vainly to hide an odd assortment of combs, gum, 
and candy. 

“Would you care to dance?” 

“Yes, thank you. I’d love to.” 

The dancing master rasps, “One, two, three, slide.” The piano bangs. 
The fond parents beam proudly and the small Astaires shove their partners 
masterfully around the floor. 

“Your mother doesn’t look very nice.” 

“Neither does yours.” 

“Are you coming next week?” 

“No.” 

“Well — Oh, sorry, I stepped on your toe.” 

It is 8:30. The floor suddenly clears. The coatrooms bustle with activ- 
ity. Then everyone has gone. The hall is dark and still. It waits for the 
same silly, beaming parents v .o arrive next week with the same bored 
children. 

Debby Giffin, ’58 


SHADOWS 

The shadows darkened on my wall; 

Some fell short; some fell tall. 

And watching them in dusk’s half-light 
I grew pale and shook with fright. 

But deep within my soul was calm; 

It had no fear, it had no qualm, 

For close beside my outstretched arms 
To dispell all doubts, to check alarm, 

Was one small lamp, one tiny light 
to halt the shadows in the night. 


Janet Dayton, ’59 


THE AUTUMN GARDEN 



Traditionally, descriptions of 
gardens are filled with romantic 
allusions to their beauty in the 
Spring. On a crisp fall day, when 
a faint tang of distant bonfires 
pervade the air, I find in our 
garden as many colorful and 
interesting objects as there are 
at other seasons. 

Scarlet salvia is backed by the 
deep green hedges. The exot- 
ically orange color of oddly- 
shaped Chinese lanterns gives 
the effect of light coming from 
within. Winter creeper furtive- 
ly twists and winds its way up 
the gray stone wall. The glamor- 
ous roses of June have long been 
gone, and replacing them are 
shiny red rose haws. 

The arbor is laden with lus- 
cious Concord grapes. The Ro- 
man urn whose bas-relief fig- 
ures were covered by the leaves 
of summer is now exposed to 
decorate a secluded corner. 

Screening this garden from 
the street stands a stately dog- 
wood upon whose branches 
many many leaves still cling. 
Some of them have turned 
bronze, and all along the 
branches red berries protrude 
like hat pins. 

Thus, nature in her infinite 
variety prepares for another 
growing season. 


Diane Dubrule, ’60 


SNOW 


It snowed three nights ago, 

And nippy breezes with glacial patterns 

Tumbled like feathers in avalanches through the sky. 

Though it was night, 

The maze of roads lay clear, 

For snowflakes lit the way; 

And snowflakes lit my heart with inspiration. 

The frosty shapes swept down and washed the world; 
I felt my soul was clean. 

But three days must have dimmed my mind, 

For now my soul is black . . . 


Sue Carroll, ’58 


BEYOND TIME 

A bud lifts its colored cup to let the 
bees dip in its honeyed nectar. 

A black-eyed Susan dances in the breeze 
coquettishly winking her somber eyes. 

A tree sheds her beautiful colors to let 
her twigs form an exquisite pattern 
of lace. 

Tlie icy snow covers all of the living, 
while the stars look down cold and 
true. 


Lynne Robinson, ’58 


BAIT FOR IGNORANT FISH 


Is the sign “Truck drivers welcome” outside any exclusive restaurant 
impressive enough to make you stop for a dinner? Or are you particular? 
Do you insist on the sight of at least four trucks actually parked in the tiny 
parking lot ? 

I decided that my intellectual curiosity could someday put my name 
down in the annals of history with Einstein, Kinsey, and Lavosier if I sim- 
ply investigated the commonly accepted fact that the trucks are parked 
outside the more reputable places, and you know what that means! 

On one occasion I was making a hurried business trip to New York; 
therefore, I had to organize my timing. While I insisted on a good satis- 
fying meal, “The Red Coach Grille” was not conducive to a quick stop. 
However, I was not an ascetic fool who would forfeit a chance to assuage 
my hunger pangs. Neither would I stop to “grab a bite on the run.” As 
this grave decision ran through my head, I was still noticing the trucks at 
the diners along the parkway. Wherever there was one truck there were 
at least three or four. Knowing what that meant, I picked the next one that 
had five and, greatly relieved, drove in. 

The gentleman (if I may be so liberal as to call him such) who sat 
on the stool next to me, nonchalantly stirred his coffee with his little finger, 
in a feeble attempt to dissolve the four lumps of sugar that I had seen him 
deposit therein. He looked askance at my suit and tie and returned his gaze 
to the waitress (I do believe it was not a waiter) who had placed herself 
in front of me and was chawing placidly on her gum awaiting my order. 
It was almost embarrassing to give it. The loquacity of the nine men in 
there would have enabled one to hear himself if he had dropped a pin. 

I shall spare you the miseries of my meal — only mentioning it so 
that you will realize the necessity to ask the gentlemen why this one special 
place appealed to them and how they managed to survive. The one to my 
left answered first. It seemed that he was meeting a man outside in one 
half hour to lead him to a warehouse where his load was to be deposited, 
and he had come in to “kill time.” Two more, having had a flat tire down 
the road, had stopped to wash up. The other nine had stopped because 
they had seen two trucks parked out front, and you know what that means! 


Nancy Wolf, ’58 



ODE TO A HILL 

Why is it that somehow, standing on the summit of a hill, you seem 
to feel so much at peace with yourself. As you gaze at the world spread out 
below you, cares drift from your shoulders. A wispy breeze brings a re- 
freshing lift to the air around your haven. 

Material things seem so far away, even as the people themselves. Yet 
God and his glorious heavens are so close that you could reach out and 
grasp the guiding hand He holds outstretched. 

The stars, too, wink down their steady reassurance, telling you to 
have no fear. 

Through all this God gives this message of courage. Why did He 
place that single hill on the single spot, but for you and others like you who 
seek refuge in time of need? He is the Divine force who makes the breeze 
to blow and the stars to shine for those on this high exalted spot. 

And when you leave this place, you know that you will not forget 
the message of faith and hope you received that night — God’s message. 


Tory Estes, ’58 


WHAT IS LOVE 


Love, 

What is love? 

A tender sigh, a sweet caress. 

Love, 

What is love? 

A shy kiss, a hearty handshake. 

Love, 

What is love? 

A hard spanking or reprimanding tongue. 


Love, 

What is love? 

Gay laughter, a tearful eye. 

Love, 

What is love? 

It is all these . . . 

It is God himself. 


Joan Goodale, ’58 


NOSTALGIA 


As the leaves, 

Like yellow butterflies flying astray. 

Kiss the crystalline waters and float away, 

The murmuring brook 

Plays a sweet song recalling the past summer days. 


Mariella Pomar, ’58 


ON THE SUBJECT OF JACK HORNER 

“Little Jack Horner sat in a 
corner 

Eating his Christmas pie 
He stuck in his thumb, and 
pulled out a plum 
And said, “What a good boy 
am I!” 

Here we have a sample of 
that literature* (I use the word 
for lack of any other) group- 
ed loosely under the title 
“Nursery Rhymes,” and more 
specifically, “Mother Goose 
Rhymes.” 

The first line alone warns 
us that something unusual is 
sure to follow. “Little Jack 
Horner sat in a corner.” Why, 
it rather makes me wonder 
if perhaps the lad is an ex- 
treme introvert. One must ad- 
mit that a corner is not the 
usual place in which a young child might sit. Imagine, at such a tender 
age, little Mr. Horner is already plagued by mental troubles ! 

“Eating his Christmas pie.” This is all very well if it were the holiday 
season, but what if it were the middle of July? It seems to me that Mother 
Goose could have made the poem more applicable to any time of year by 
saying “chocolate cream pie,” or “apple pie a la mode.” 

So much for that line. Shall we proceed to the next and see what 
treasures it holds? 

“He stuck in his thumb . . .” Here is an almost direct contradiction 
to the previous statement. If this child is so uncoordinated as to mash his 
paw into his pie, how in Allah’s name could he ever pull out a plum stuck 
quite neatly on the end of his thumb? For thus he is always pictured by 
the most authoritative illustraters who < certainly should know about the 
subject they paint. 

“And said, ‘What a good boy am I !’ ” Now I’d like to know where he 
got that little jewel of logic. First this kid sulks in a corner hounding a 
whole;, pie. (I presume you noted that there was no mention of a mere biece 
of pie.) He splatters the pastry (probably lovingly baked by his Nanny) 
over his face and his clothes, Sticks his hand into a gooey mess that will 
probably take two weeks to wash off, then has the out-and-out audacity to 
proclaim “What a good boy am I!” “What a good boy!”! My foot!toTd 




MIDNIGHT TALKS 

The magic of summer, the 
glory of fall, the freshness of 
a snow-whitened winter, or 
even the first spring day, are 
changed completely by the 
cover of midnight. All the 
vividness and color of day- 
light is drained away and re- 
placed by muted grays, blues, 
and blacks, illumined not by 
a blazing sun, but by cool, 
white moonlight. 

Imagine midnight as simply a dark, somber world of nothingness — 
bleak and without light or beauty. Think again of what midnight or dark- 
ness says. It whispers, cries, chatters, wails according to the time, the 
place, the weather. There is the vibrance of a city — cars, people, voices, 
trains — with harsh sounds, manufactured sounds . . . noisy but alive! 

There is the eerie howl of a midnight storm, certain rustling of leaves, 
water lapping against a shore, or waves crashing on a bench — nature’s 
sounds, quiet, cold, warm, or lonely. 

Daylight’s sounds are ignored, forgotten because our eyes take in all 
that surrounds us, but at the end of the day, at the time that daylight be- 
gins again — midnight — midnight talks, and what is dark, what we can- 
not see, we imagine or see through our ears in a different sight. Midnight 
and moonlight . . . starlight ... or the magnificent lights of a great 
city express a glorious picture if we simply listen. . . . 





I 



Jane Miers, ’60 



A DREAM 


A snowy winter. wonderland. 

Oh no, that’s not for me ! 

I dream of sandy beaches. 

And sunlight, and the sea. 

Snow is a sign of sadness. 

So cold, so mute — without a sound 
Like frozen tears from the grey skies 
It lazily settles on the ground. 

The waves afe softly singing 
A carefree song of love; 

The palms swaying in the breeze 
Watch them kiss the shore and back away. 

All this denotes such gladness. 

Such beauty, joy, such glee — 

I dream of sandy beaches 
And sunlight, and the sea. 


Mariella Pomar, ’58 


OLD MAN 


Old man, thou walkest down the road of life 
Unwanted and unloved. 

Yet, old man, thou lovest to want 
For others, not thyself. 

Thou hast charm, and yet few see. 

From the abundance of thy soul, curtained, 

They run and pass you by. 

With no time for “lesser things” they pass you by. 
The beauty you create, old man, 

Lies undiscovered by the blind, 

And yet, it takes not eyes to see 
The love thou’lt leave behind. 


Diane Dubrule, ’60 


BELLS — AN INVENTION OF THE DEVIL 

You have probably heard this expression over and over again: “There 
is nothing more beautiful than the chiming of a bell!” Tins was once said 
to me in a tone overflowing with emotion by an elderly woman, yet all I 
could utter in response was: “Madam, if you only knew. . . !” 

Yes, bells can make beautiful sounds; nevertheless, it depends upon 
what sort of be ! 1 it is. They can be classified: we have wedding hells, sleigh 
bells. cow bells, and. furthermore, we have those monstrous mechanical 
devices: the electrical bells. Plain and ugly, a round black circle surround- 
ed by a few 7 wires, they seem to suggest that nothing agreeable could be 
connected with them. Usually placed in a very strategic spot — close to 
the ceiling so as to be protected from cotton, Kleenex, underwear, and all 
sorts of devices which are placed inside of them to stop their ringing — 
they are operated by a single red button which by now is starting to look 
pitifully worn out — which is no wonder since it is used twenty-two times 
a day. 

The “things” are very energetic. They love to rise and shine and start 
their ringing barely after dawn — what fun it is to wake up those lazy 
humans! The colder and darker a morning is, the louder they ring! One 
pops up from the pillow like the spring of a mouse trap and glares over 
to the next bed where a fortunate roommate (wdio is half deaf) is still in 
the arms of Orpheus, “Wake up, w^ake up, the bell has rung!” Famous 
last words as w r e see one heavy eyelid open — so we start the day ! 

The monsters not only like to rise early, but they have the annoying 
habit of being extremely punctual. The second bell rings and w^e see people 
running through the snow with a pair of socks in one hand, a sweater in 
the other, madly trying to zip up their skirts. Even if they catch pneumo- 
nia, the bell has rung a minute early and they must not be late for break- 
fast! The more fortunate ones — those wdiose hearing is not as sensitive — 
have not quite opened both eyes yet and continue through classes in this 
manner until they enter the history room. Here lies the biggest monster 
of them all: the mother bell, or the boss bell (according to the w^ay bells 
are classified.) Being the largest, she is probably the eldest and smartest; 
her schemes prove it. She w'aits very patiently for forty minutes until the 
class has reached the state when everyone is off somewhere in a pink cloud, 
and then — she rings! She achieves the greatest ambition of any bell: 
waking up everyone in the room, not just five or six, but everyone. 

Another ungodly trait of these devilish devices is that they seem to 
reproduce faster than guinea pigs. They are found the world over. Even 
at home, after one has been counting the bells till vacation, dreaming of 
what it will be like to w^ake up without being sprung out of bed, some brat 
of a little brother rings an alarm clock in your ear ! 

I have always wandered if there is a place where these disgusting 
pieces of machinery have never been heard of. Maybe I shall emigrate to 
an uncivilized South Sea island — that is my idea of paradise ! 


Mariella Pomar, *58 


THE QUIET DARK 

Do you feel a difference between walking into a bright, full church 
with a choir chanting and walking into the same church dimly lit, empty 
and quiet? If you prefer the latter, then you will probably agree that 
religion is a state of mind: the expression within yourself of a faith in the 
outward world, realization of wrong and the will to rectify it. The out- 
ward expressions, the church services and dogma, are immaterial. Quite 
the contrary, meditation and persuasive reasoning are essential to faith 
and practice. The external sign is needed merely to give mpmentum to 
the initial thought. 

The Old Testament stories are mostly poetic interpretations of inex- 
plicable phenomena: creation of the universe, of our world, of fauna and 
flora, and ultimately of the races of mankind and the formation of their 
languages. Moreover, there may not have been a Jesus Christ who was 
born of a virgin and nailed to a cross. He may be but the symbolic epi- 
tome of the perfect man, which we may use as a criterion for our behavior. 

The dark, quiet, closed-in room; a clear night at the sea shore with 
waves gently washing against the beach; a still night in the woods with 
only the crickets and frogs chirping; a quietly sung simple hymn, or a 
descriptive poem: these things lead me to meditation, where I find religion. 


Serena Blyth, ’58 


WHY I LOVE HIM 



Besides these seemingly harmless 
characteristics, however, a father can 
be pretty terrifying, especially if you 
are a little girl. When you are young, 
it’s hard to realize that you are col- 
lecting vast bits of information and 
experience, all of which will help 
you in later life. It is one of the jobs 
of the parents to see that their child 
gets the right information and has the right experiences. A mother can 
usually be pretty patient concerning this job, but it is a different story 
when it comes to a father. Sometimes he can get very impatient with you 
(or himself) . This causes him to, as my brother calls it — “blow bis top !” 
The fact he is a man can make this all the more terrifying. But it tunls 
out that these few frightening moments are quite good for us in our grow- 
ing up, and besides, they only last a few moments. 


What is a father? He is a mixture 
of many moods and emotions. Al- 
though we may not realize it — a 
father is full of a vast knowledge, 
perhaps not of high-school Latin and 
geography, but a knowledge of the 
experiences of life. And he is willing 
to give up some of this information 
for the mere asking. 

His likes and dislikes are simple. 
He likes his little girl, but doesn’t care 
much for the one next door. He loves 
antiques and the color red; and loves 
a fire when it’s cold outside. He hates 
to spend money and hates all the 
chromium on the new cars. He still 
likes his beer in the can, the sun, and 
the Long Island Sound in the sum- 
mer. 


A life with father is always tilled with little memories one wouldn’t 
trade for a million dollars. Such a memory is the yearly trip to the auto- 
mobile show. A good father always is willing to donate a few Saturdays 
here and there to Ids children. If you have a father who does this, you 
don’t mind if the trips are devoted to such things as boat shows or the 
annual General Motors Show. You see I have a brother and when they 
get together the talk is of nothing but motors and wheels, etc. My brother 
figured that the only democratic way to decide where to go would be to 
take a vote. It was always one-to-two in favor of the G. M. Show. (This 
is how I became so interested in cars) . 

A father is like his children in many ways. When mine is hurt be- 
cause I have done wrong, he makes me unhappy too. But when he is hap- 
py because I have pleased him, he can make me feel wonderful. Now that 
I am almost grown up I find that our little likes and dislikes are very much 
the same. I love antiques and the color red, a fire when it’s cold outside, 
and the seashore. I hate all the chromium on the new cars. 

I think that fathers are the first to let you know when you have 
changed from a little girl to a big girl. They don’t expect too much, only 
that you try to be a good daughter. 


Sarah Herrmann, ’58 


SPRING CLEANING 

Some people get “Spring Fever,” hut my mother becomes a victim 
of “Spring Cleaning Fever.” She usually contracts this after visiting one 
of her well-organized, systematic friends. My father and I are enrolled 
as assistants and given definite chores. She sets out with a vengeance and 
everything must be done immediately ! Off come the slipcovers; up come 
the rugs; down come the curtains; and we are off once more! The wash- 
ing machine is put to work overtime. Meals are served cafeteria style and 
simply frightful ! Mother changes here personality and becomes a com- 
manding general ordering us about. Knowing this condition will not last 
long. Dad and I do our best to keep up the pace. 

About the third day of her “illness,” mothers enthusiasm begins to 
lade. We continue with the work, but at a much slower pace. About the 
fourth day I am not surprised to find her reading a Great Books selection 
while the curtains wait to be ironed. Now the cleaning has slowed down 
to a crawl and mother is almost herself again. With a little extra effort the 
curtains are finally up, slipcovers replaced, and rugs down again. Mother 
shows definite signs of a complete recovery from her “fever,” and our 
home is once more an unsystematic, but relaxing and enjoyable place in 
which to live. 


Jean Cady, ’61 
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SNOW 


it is intricate and delicate, 

Patterned from fine lace 
Sparkling, white, and crystal-like, 

A snowflake is individual. 

The city blends them, corrupts them ; 
They are trampled, 

Caught in the rush and pace 
Of progress, crippled, crumbled, 

Melting, wilting, dying; life is brief. 

Country snow is clean, fresh, serene; 

I Glistening, resting, shifting 

Through the trees. 

Clinging, living, enduring; life is lasting. 

Iff 

In the city . . . country, it is fate. 
Individuality is hidden . . . 

Combined, blended in harmony 
Together, as one. 

The end is inevitable — melting, 

melting, evaporating drops . . . 


Jane Miers, ’60 




LESLIE 

As she jumped out of the car and tore across the field, I knew her 
master-brain was again at work cooking up some new mischievous prank. 
Her long black hair, though many’s the time we tried to have her cut it, 
flowed down her back as she ran, making a deep contrast with her bright 
red jacket. 

Even at the age of two, Leslie was considered a tomboy. I remember 
her squealing with delight if she even spied a boy. Now at the age of ten 
she still squeals with delight if she spies a boy. While walking down the 
street with her in Miami, where she lives, I feel faintly uncomfortable, for 
every few steps I hear “Hi, Leslie ! How have you been?” I’ll bet she knows 
every boy in town ! Of course, I do realize she is a naturally friendly child, 
but does she have to be so friendly that she stays around and helps me, 
as she puts it, “entertain” my boyfriends? 

Looking back at these little things, I remember hating her: hating 
her long black hair, hating her for knowing all those boys — just plain 
hating her. Sometimes I even wished she would die. 


Now as I watched her skip across the field that September day it oc- 
curred to me someday in the near future we would be competitors in the 
same field: boys. 


Suddenly I didn’t see her ... I didn’t see the long black hair flowing 
down her back ... I didn’t see that red jacket ... I didn’t see Leslie. 
My heart was in my throat as I jumped out of the car and frantically 
scanned the huge field. All I coud think of was the ravine . . . she had 
fallen into that treacherous ravine. As I started running through the field 
I remembered my last thoughts ... I wished she were dead . . . dead 
. . . dead. It crucified me. That was all I could think of . . . all I could 
hear. Leslie was dead . . . Leslie was dead and I had wished it on her. I 
was a murderer . . . murderer. 

Stumbling on trying to fight back the tears, I suddenly remembered 
all the nice things she had done for me: not telling I had broken the vase, 
sticking up for me when mother was going to punish me, giving me the 
things I wanted most — little things that didn’t matter to me at the time 
they happened, but now mattered a lot. 

Then I saw it. It was a hole . . . no — a pit ... a large pit. I couldn’t 

tell! 


It seemed an eternity before I finally got there . . . but suddenly I 
was there kneeling down peering into a dark pit. I thought I saw some- 
thing ... or heard something. Then I saw her . . . her long black hair 
covering here pretty face . . . that bright red jacket, I wanted to cry, 
laugh, shout, scream ! The next thing I remember was holding her head 
on my lap . . . she wasn’t dead! My Leslie wasn’t dead! 


Joy Schabacker, ’60 


THE DROUGHT 


I woke up in the morning and saw the sun rising, promising another 
hot day. I went downstairs and ate. Afterwards I went outside and was 
confronted with a choking whirlwind of dust and dirt as the wind started 
to blow. It got in my eyes, nose and mouth. It even went down my back 
and seemed to seep in under my fingernails. I tied my scarf over my 
face and struggled on. 

I began my chores. The chickens raced up to me as I scattered the 
dry feed over the rough ground. The pigs grunted as I emptied the gar- 
bage pail into their trough. The horses seemed to ask for more water after 
I had finished feeding and watering them — water which I couldn’t give 
them. I went about the rest of my work, the hot sun beating mercilessly 
down on my back. I sweated, mopped it up with a neckerchief, and then 
sweated some more. 

After lunch I rode around the vast area of the ranch to look at the 
cattle. They were skinny and their eyes had a dull, listless look. They were 
standing by the water hole, which had hardly any water in it. I looked a 
little beyond it and saw, scattered about, the ones that hadn’t made it. 

Evening settled in and the sun set, but still the awful heat persisted. 
I rode back to the house dejected, asking myself, “How long can we last 
without rain? When will it end? When?” 

Suzy Weller, ’61 



MALES 


A male is a type of person who wears pants and who wants everyone to 
realize that only he is boss. . . 

A male is a heartbreaker and seems to enjoy being termed thus. . . 

A male takes pride in a woman in public, but the moment he is in private 
with her, he nonchalantly points out all her faults. . . 

A male is full of tricks — always be on guard for one. . . 

Only a male is perfect. . . 

He desires perfection. . . 

A male is either of two things — in a rush or constantly tired. . . 

A male wants his belongings to be left alone, although he has thrown them 
wildly around to all four corners of the room. . . 

He has eating habits that leave something to be desired. . . 

He doesn’t have a sweet tooth, but instead wants such everyday items as 
Pheasant under Glass, Yorkshire Pudding, or Baked Alaska. . . 

The male never arrives late, but comes early so that he has something to 
gloat over for hours afterward. . . 

A male rarely says you are looking well, and if he does, it means one of 
t\yo things — he is sick, or he is buttering you up for something he 
wants. . . 

Yet the question always comes back . . . what would we do without him? 


Betsie Wagner, ’58 


THE FRUSTATIONS OF A WAXED FLOOR 


Have you ever stopped to watch a dog try to cross a newly waxed 
floor? This predicament was brought to my attention several days ago 
while I was at home. We have a big black and tan Gordon Setter, Boots; 
and also a very large, slippery kitchen floor. 

Boots just loves to run, and rarely stops, even when he is in the house. 
He also always leaves an unmistakable trail of rugs pushed to the wall 
from his last passage, or even sometimes a broken lamp. I guess the main 
reason for his running is that he is usually being chased — either by mother, 
who is hot on the trail of a lost shoe, or by one of my brothers just out for 
some fun. All running stops when Boots reaches the door to the kitchen, 
however; he has learned to tread carefully there. 

This particular day Boots seemed to forget all he had previously ex- 
perienced. The kitchen door was open, the floor with its fresh coat of wax 
looked like a mirror. Then it happened. The back door bell rang. Boots 
tore out of the library like something shot from a cannon, leaving his 
usual trail of strewn carpets behind. Through the hall like a flash, letting 
out his deep warning barks the whole way. When he reached the kitchen 
door it was too late, that spot was reached and suddenly seventy-five 
pounds hit the floor with a thud. Four black and tan feet were going in 
various odd directions and one tan chin soundly hit the hard floor. 

The mortified look that now came upon Boot’s face was sad. He strug- 
gled to get up, but each time he did there would be slipping and sliding, 
followed by the inevitable thud. 

I finally reached the back door, after a hazardous but successful trip. 
There stood my mother who had forgotten her keys. Boots looked even 
more dejected now in his four point landing. I guess the thought of its 
being just mother — not a delivery man — was just the end. 


Barbara Van Horne, ’58 


MARTIN 



“Oh ! Martin, you look too 
beautiful for words!” 


“Now I’ll get some music and 
I’ll show you how to dance — 
none of this rock and roll junk 
that you kids call dancing, but 
a real “Highland Fling.” 


With his kilts flying and his 
head proud, my noble sixty- 
year-old boy friend easily exe- 
cuted the intricate steps of the 
“Highland Fling.” He was dress- 
ed in his regiment uniform of 
the First World War, and even 
if there were a few moth holes 
here and there, he presented a 
“Bonnie” sight. 


Do you think it odd to have 
an older man as such a close 
friend; and above all this man 
your grandmother’s gardener? 


Ever since I can remember, 
he has been with my grand- 
mother. He worked for her 
when my parents were married 
and then gave them a clock that 
still hangs in our living room. 
In the beginning he was more 
of a babysitter than anything 
else. He was someone to get 
Teddy out of the house. When 
my mother found out, through a 
slip of my tongue, that Martin’s 
idea of entertaining me was 
teaching me how to gamble and 
play cards, she threw a fit. Who 
do you think was blamed? Martin, for corrupting the mind of an inno- 
cent, young girl? Oh, no! Teddy was blamed for forcing Martin to teach 
her how to gamble. 


Martin has worked on me all my life trying to cultivate my Scotch 
accent, and I’m afraid I’m not too apt a pupil. He has never lost his burr, 
although he has been in the United States for over forty years. He has also 
tried to teach me all the songs of his native land. We used to drive down 
the Post Road singing them at the top of our lungs. I was a better pupil 
in this respect, and now I know close to twenty of his songs. 


Martin’s wife is my idea of the perfect grandmother. She fits into the 
little gate house as if it had been built especially for her. Upon entering 
there is always the faint smell of tea and toast in the air, and a tea cup 
materializes seemingly out of nowhere as soon as you sit down. Then we 
all talk about the “good old days” back in Scotland when Martin and his 
wife were young. Usually, they never talk about the present unless my 
grandmother has done something funny recently. Instead they talk about 
the Scotland of their youth, of people my own age, of the great war, and of 
the ones they left behind. . . . 

I could go on telling stories about my Martin all day: the funny little 
places he takes me, the barber he goes to every time he comes to Green- 
wich, our walks in Bruce Park to feed the ducks while Martin talks over 
some new idea in gardening with the gardeners in the park. 

You see. I’ve known him all my life, and he has been my close friend 
for that long. When Martin dies he will surely go to the part of heaven 
reserved especially for Scotsmen. 


Teddy Fisher, ’60 


YO, HO, HO 

AND A BOTTLE OF RUM 

CRASH! The little boy 
started, dropped Treasure Is- 
land, and stared in wide-eyed 
surprise at a mass of glazed 
clay chunks that had recently 
been a rather nice Ming vase. 
A bushy, ghostlike tail flowed 
around a set of books and 
vanished, soon replaced by 
the impish head of the family 
cat, Geronimo, as he surveyed 
his latest bit of wreckage. 

The little boy laughed at his 
fear — over a silly alley-cat. 
What if he had glanced up 
and met, not the wondering 
gaze of puss, but the barbed 
scowl of a pirate — from Trip- 
oli ! He peered carefully 
around the room, and, satis- 
fied that no other creatures but himself and the cat were present, returned 
to his pond of light and resumed reading. 

The clock tolled ten in a more ominous, final tone than usual. The 
house was silent except for the now-and-then crackle of a page as the boy 
advanced farther into the land of pirates, pieces-of-eight, and skeletons. 

As if out of nowhere, a blast of wind hit the house, rattling the win- 
dows and screeching around the doors. Again the lad jumped and looked 
about, with more care this time, to assure himself that everything was as 
it should be. A curtain swayed, revealing the glimmer of metal — steel, 
perhaps — cold, sharp steel like the scimitar of a pirate. A weapon that 
probably thousands — pirates do slash about wildly, you know — of inno- 
cent people had beheld before their lives were nothing more than nicks in 
its handle. 

The child was immobile except for his eyes, which darted from one 
end of the room to the other as he tried to discern objects through sleep- 
blurred vision. 

He cautiously hazarded a backward glance around the over-stuffed 
chair, half-expecting to see Long John Silver. But there was only a slightly 
dusty floor, that had not even so much as a bit of the film displaced much 
less a whole set of foot-prints on it. Deciding the action was fairly safe, 
the child lifted the flounce around the bottom of the chair, relaxing slightly 
when he found the same, boring floor-scope. 



There — he again saw the gleam behind the curtain. Silently, with 
terror-pounding heart, he planned his method of attack — how he might 
disarm the pirate (he gasped the word under his breath) that surely lurked 
behind the lovely brocade curtains that had a thick, maroon fringe around 
the bottom. After careful deliberation, he concluded that going around the 
side of the room and advancing from behind would be the most successful 
means, provided that the Barbarian had no friends carefully stashed away 
in like manner behind the intervening curtains. 

Armed with a jagged-edged carving knife, which he had snatched on 
the run from the kitchen, he crept back into the living-room and stealthily 
weaved through the maze of chairs and lamps, sticking close to the wall, 
as if attached by an invisible ^4 inch-long chain. 

Too soon, he reached the dreaded curtain. The decisive moment, he 
thought, as he raised his makeshift saber and poked it around the edge of 
the material. He squeezed his eyes tight, tight, tight and jabbed and thrust. 
Finally, with one stupendous slash (powerful enough to finish even the 
largest pirate), he cut a broad swath through the air, taking with it a bit 
of the lovely brocade curtain that had a thick, maroon fringe around the 
bottom. 

Hearing the expensive rip of something more costly than butcher’s 
linen the little boy opened his eyes, and with a somewhat mortified gaze 
beheld, not a bold buccanneer, but a foot-long, ventilated strip of curtain. 
Behind it glimmered the steel — the cold, hard steel of a window-frame, 
circa 1956. 

He tiptoed back to the kitchen, sure that his pirate was somewhere 
about, and with infinite care, laid the guilty knife back in the drawer, suck- 
ing his breath in loudly as he heard the metal clank against its drawer-fel- 
lows. 

Perhaps the pirate had gone. The boy took heart in the idea, and with 
considerably renewed confidence, picked up Treasure Island and skipped 
off to bed. 

The hallway was dark, except for a night-light which glowed with a 
sickly, green pallor. The boy cautiously approached his slightly-open door, 
darted his hand in and flicked on the light. Obviously relieved to be again 
in a bright room, he hastily shut the door and hopped into bed. . 

His eyes snapped shut as he tried in vain to get to sleep. All he could 
think of was pirates — pirates, each with one leg, and all presided over by 
a gigantic cyclopean creature whose every command was mimicked by a 
moldy parrot perched on his shoulder. 


A radiator knocked — but was it a radiator? Perhaps it was the stride 
of a mahogany foot, whose home is under the skull and cross-bones. The 
boy shut his eyes tighter and buried his head under the pillow. Still the 
pounding continued, only now it was accompanied by the wind singing 
“Fifteen men on a dead man’s chest,” interrupted by a raucous, “Yo, ho, 
ho, and a bottle of rum.” 

Pirates! Who in these times (precisely twenty minutes past ten on 
the fifth day of August, 1957) has ever seen a pirate? The boy tried hard 
to convince himself that they no longer existed as he cautiously poked his 
head under the bed to see if the population of the room had increased 
within the past few hours. 


Ceci Wittmann, ’58 


THE LIGHT 

i climbed the hill away from the town, 

I climbed the hill never once looking down. 

For no light would shine in that town tonight. 

No light to show me if I’d been right 
To do what I’d done and take flight — . 

So I sought my light on top of the hill. 

Will some poor fool tell me what to do ? 

For with this hand I could have killed. 

And with this heart I could have hated. 

Yes, tonight I could have taken 
The life of a man — 

But instead I turned and ran. 

For I had no right to take that light 
And I turned and ran out into the night. 

So I sought my light on top of the hill, 

And saw the stars and the moon God had made. 
Then I turned and looked back and saw my town. 
But it was my town no longer; 

It was the town where Christ was born, 

And a light shone clear and strong. 

A light from a stable was shining there. 

It blazed as the answer to my prayer. 

Was this my sign ? Was this my faith ? 

Can faith return even after hate? 

This humble stable in the center of town, 

Was this, then, where my Lord lay down? 


Teddy Fischer, ’60 



Engagements 

Mary Carney to Mr. George Armand Blazon of Lowell, Massachusetts. 
Mr. Blazon is employed by the Wamesit Power Company. 

Patricia Keegan to Mr. Nicolas John Frederick Neve of Dorset, Eng- 
land. The wedding will take place in London next August. Mr. Neve was 
educated at Brighton College and at The Boyal Military Academy at Sand- 
hurst. At present he is studying for an additional degree at Cambridge 
University. 

Elaine Leary to Mr. Harry N. Tobler of Putnam, Connecticut. Mr. 
Toblcr received a degree in textile chemistry from The Lowell Technologi- 
cal Institute. At present ho is studying business administration at The 
University of Connecticut. A spring wedding is planned. 

Jean Mcllwraith to Mr. Michael McCally of Cleveland, Ohio. Mr. Mc- 
Cally was graduated from Princeton University in 1956 and is now a med- 
ical student at Western Reserve University. The wedding will take place 
on July 5, 1958. 

Martha Milan to Mr. Paul Edmund Plunkett of Evanston, Illinois. Mr. 
Plunkett was graduated from Harvard College last June. He is now attend- 
ing The Harvard Law School. 

"Joanne Rodman to Mr. Richard S. Paul of West Orange, New Jersey. 
After graduating from Lafayette College, Mr. Paul served two years with 
the United States Army. He is now associated with Wiss Sons, Incorpora- 
ted, of Newark, New Jersey. A June wedding is planned. 

Naomi Sherman to Mr. Alan B. Budin of Mansfield, Ohio. Mr. Budin 
is a senior at The Lowell Technological Institute. The wedding will take 
place in June. 

Cecelia Smith to Mr. Richard Bartick of Indianapolis, Indiana. Mr. 
Bartick is attending Indiana University. 

Demetra Tikellis to Mr. James D. Apostolou of Roanoke, Virginia. 
Mr. Apostolou is a graduate of The College of William and Mary. He is 
a partner in the law firm of Apostolou, Place and Apostolou. After their 
marriage on April 20, 1958, they will make their home in Roanoke. 

Rosamond Wile to Mr. E. Kennard Fletcher of Westford, Massachu- 
setts. Mr. Fletcher was graduated from St. Mark’s School and The Massa- 
chusetts Institute of Technology. He is associated with the H. E. Fletcher 
Company of Chelmsford, Massachusetts. A May wedding is planned. 

Helen Yafa to Mr. Nathan Elson Meyerhoff of Highland Park, Illinois. 
A graduate of Williams College, Mr. Meyerhoff is now serving with the 
United States Army at Fort Devens, Massachusetts. The wedding will take 
place on August 24, 1958. 


Lois Zelickman to Mr. Robert Oppenheim of Chicago, Illinois. Having 
graduated from Indiana University, Mr. Oppenheim is attending The Uni- 
versity of California Law School at Los Angeles. June 29, 1958, is the date 
which has been chosen for the wedding. 


Marriages 

July 2, 1957 — Ethel Louprette to Mr. Paul Lowry. Mr. and Mrs. Low- 
ry make their home at 439 Bryn Mawr Drive in San Antonio, Texas. 

August 3, 1957 — Mary Louise Kilbourn to Mr. Edward Francis Duffy 
in Lancaster, Massachusetts. 

September 6, 1957 — Betty Macdonald to Mr. Charles Francis Fair- 
banks, 2nd, in Lowell, Massachusetts. Mr. and Mrs. Fairbanks are at home 
at 70 Fairmount Street in Lowell. 

September 14, 1957 — Ann Fletcher to Mr. Robert Penhaligen in Bay 
City, Michigan. 

September 14, 1957 — Virginia Miner to Mr. John Drake Nichols in 
Longmeadow, Massachusetts. 

October 5, 1957 — Elizabeth Grimes to Mr. Robert Gilbert Hill in Scars- 
dale, New York. The Hills are living on Long Island. 

October 12, 1957 — Ellen Daniloff to Mr. Warren Oliver Wagner, Jr., 
in New York, New York. Mr. and Mrs. Wagner are at home at Bourne 
Towers, 41-41 51st Street, Apartment 4-H, Woodside, New York. 

November 30, 1957 — Cynthia Dadmun to Winston Jay Bridge, Ensign, 
United States Navy, in Boston, Massachusetts. 

December 21, 1957 — Ann Ranger to Mr. Richard William Bergstrom, 
Jr., in Chestnut Hill, Massachusetts. “Pixie” Ranger Meusel was her sis- 
ter’s matron of honor. Mr. Bergstrom has served four and one half years 
with the United States Air Force. He is now completing his studies at 
Boston University. The Bergstrom are making their home in Brookline, 
Massachusetts. 

December 26, 1957 — Ruth Traub to Mr. Joseph L. Cooney in Kansas 
City, Missouri. Mr. Cooney served three years in the United States Navy. 
After graduating from Kansas University, he took a post graduate course in 
chemistry at the University. He also studied in France and Germany. He 
is now employed by the United States Industrial Chemical Company. Mr. 
and Mrs. Cooney’s address is 4540 Pennsylvania Avenue, Kansas City, 
Missouri. 

January 18, 1958 — Murney Tyler to Mr. Arthur Mansfield Keleher in 
Waterville, New York. 


January 25, 1958 — Margery Fowler to Mr. Kalman Spelletich, Jr., in 
Glen Ridge, New Jersey. Mr. and Mrs, Spelletich are at home at 1316 East 
Ninth Street, Davenport, Iowa. 

March 1, 1958— Anne Adams to Mr, Richard Monroe Paul in Mont- 
clair, New Jersey. 


Births 

A daughter, Caren Marjorie, to Lieutenant and Mrs. Howard D. Ponty 
(Phyllis Heifetz) in Wiesbaden, Germany, on July 1, 1958. Having com- 
pleted Lieutenant Ponty’s tour of duty now, however, the family has re- 
turned to this country. 

A son, Mark Fielding, to Mr. and Mrs. Walter Bregman (Roberta 
Fielding) on July 2, 1957. 

A daughter, Diane Hazzard, to Mr. and Mrs. Harry Melville Brading, 
Jr., (Linda Hazzard) on July 8, 1957. 

A son, Alden, 3rd, to Ensign and Mrs. Alden French, Jr., (Dorothy 
Fairbanks) on July 12, 1957. 

A son, Daniel, to Mr. and Mrs. Nicolas Neuman (Elsa Freyer) in Mexi- 
co City, Mexico, on September 22, 1957. 

A daughter, Dorothy Fiske, to Mr. and Mrs. Charles Wilson (Barbara 
Marden) in Lowell, Massachusetts, on December 19, 1957. 

A daughter, Elizabeth Pendleton, to Mr. and Mrs. James P. Gork 
(Susanne Robertson) in Grand Rapids, Michigan, on February 28, 1958, 
Mr. and Mrs. Gork live at 1633 Rossmer, N. E., in Grand Rapids. 


General 

Christmas cards have again brought us news of alumnae. Cynthia 
Mooberry Bartholomew’s most interesting and attractive card shows us 
that the Bartholomews, Peter, Cynthia, “Ripper,” “Butchie,” and “Bonnie,” 
now live in the Philippines. Cynthia writes that they have been moving 
around the world and loving it — last year they were in Okinawa at Christ- 
mas. Peter, Cynthia’s husband, is associated with American International 
Underwriters for the Philippines, Incorporated, whose office is located in 
the American International Building, 239 Juan Luna, Manila. It sounds like 
a most fascinating life! 

We have recently learned the Washington address of Elizabeth Ann 
Edge Carter. It is 3612 O Street, N. W., Washington 7, D. C. Incidentally, 
she is Mrs. Harry Tyson Carter. 
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This fall Eleanor Dodge Sullivan and her husband, John, visited 
school. They showed us pictures of their extremely modern new house in 
La Jolla, California, where their address is 8534 El Paseo Grande. 

Having received the degree of Associate in Applied Science from Caze- 
novia Junior College last June, Barbara Scobie has accepted a position as 
medical secretary with the Department of Microbiology at The Yale Medi- 
cal School, New Haven, Connecticut. She is working under the direction 
of Professor Henry P. Trefers in what should prove to be a most interesting 
assignment. 

Kay Wallace now has the impressive title of Campus International 
Administrator with the International Commission, United States National 
Student Association, 142 Mount Auburn Street, Cambridge, Massachusetts. 
Kay writes that she literally “works out of Cambridge,” as by the time June 
rolls around, she will have spent about six months in visiting colleges and 
universities throughout the country. Last summer she was given the op- 
portunity to work as orientation staff member on a student ship, so she won 
herself a second summer in Europe. She also wrote that her father and 
mother are building a new house which is practically at Governor Dum- 
mer’s back door, so, at the present writing, we don’t know her correct 
address. 

Margery Guimaraes Cleverdon also has a new address. The Clever- 
dons have recently moved to 15 Bernard Road, Wellesley Hills, Massachu- 
setts, and Margery writes that they love it as she and her husband and their 
three children — plus a new puppy — now have room to spread out ! 

A Christmas card from Polly Jones Hoff, her husband, Bill, and their 
two and a half year old son tells that they, as well as Polly’s mother, Ethel 
Stark Jones, are all fine. The Holfs live at 4469 North Woodburn Street, 
Milwaukee, Wisconsin. 

Elizabeth St. John Bruce has sent Mrs. MacGay a copy of the cook 
book which she helped the Plymouth Antiquarian Society to compile. It 
is called The Plimouth Colony Cook Book. She wrote that she thought 
that our present students might like to see what a pupil of the first year 
of Rogers Hall is doing now. She also gives lectures to women’s clubs, so 
she is a very busy lady. 

Libby Filer Anderson wrote Mrs. MacGay news of the entire Filer 
family. Libby’s Tim is in his last year at the School of Design at Harvard 
and she is working at Design Research Incorporated, of Cambridge, as 
assistant to its President. She says that it’s a wonderful job and so nearly 
allied to what Tim is studying, that all conversations on the subject are no 
longer foreign to her. Mary Jane Filer Platt and her husband, “Skip,” have 
had a second son, Daniel Enoch. And Margarita is busy teaching freshman 
English at Berhend Center, an extension of Penn State, in Erie. She is also 
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librarian there. Libby and Tim have moved to 53 Mount Auburn Street 
in Cambridge, Massachusetts, and are very happy with their new apart- 
ment. They expect to stay in this area for a few more years, which pleases 
them very much as they love New England. 

Karen Hansen’s Christmas card tells us that she has left the advertising 
department of The New Yorker and is now with a small television com- 
mercial animated film company which is located in a delightful brown 
stone house on East 55th Street in New York City. Karen has been spend- 
ing summers in Denmark and part of last summer she was in Greece, so 
she considers herself very lucky. We think so, too ! 

Jean Mcllwraith, whose engagement is announced in this issue, is 
working for the Cleveland Orchestra where she is the typical “Girl Friday.” 
She lives in Shaker Heights, Ohio, at 2572 Kemper Road, Apartment 9. Jean 
writes that of course it is wonderful to be in such close contact with all that 
music, adding that she often thinks how Beverly Cooke Nowaczynski 
would adore her job. Beverly, incidentally, and her husband, Wojciech, 
stopped in at school last summer. They were returning from a vacation 
on Cape Cod to their home in Canada and could barely wait to get back to 
their two little girls. Beverly, however, seemed willing to take time out 
to show her Wojceich every inch of her old school and had a wonderful 
time doing it. It was fun for us, too, as Beverly hasn’t changed a bit. The 
Nowaczynskis’ address in Canada is C. P. 174, St. Sauveur-des-Monts, Prov- 
ince of Quebec. 

A more recent visitor was Vickie Kiser, who came during Christmas 
vacation. Having transferred from The Garland School, Vickie entered 
The American Academy of Dramatic Art in New York City this fall, but 
she was obliged to go into a hospital for an operation shortly after the term 
began. As this goes to press, we presume that she will have entered the 
school again at the beginning of the second semester, but when she was 
here, she was doing some modeling and also having a very gay time social- 
ly. Fortunately, she looked very well and also said that she felt as good as 
new when she was here, so we hope that everything will be all right for 
her from now on. 

Cynthia Burrage Schofield and her husband, George, were in St. Louis, 
Missouri, at Christmas, but in January George was to enter the United 
States Air Force and they were to go to Dayton, Ohio. As Cynthia wrote, 
they are having a wonderful opportunity to live in parts previously un- 
known to them. 

Once again Louise Lee and her mother have moved. They have left 
Lake Forest, Illinois, and returned to Grosse Pointe, where their address 
is 9 Shorecrest Circle, South, Grosse Pointe Shores 36, Michigan. Louise 
wrote that they had enjoyed Lake Forest, but nevertheless they were hap- 
py to be back home. 
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Dorothy Chisholm Van Nest has remarried and is now Mrs. H. R. Rice. 
Her address is 5036 North Barton Road, Cleveland 24, Ohio. 

Kitty Chamberlain has a position with the National Audubon Society 
in their library in New York City. Kitty also was one of our visitors this 
fall. 

I 

Ethel Shenton Jones has changed her address to 5 Bristol Street in 
Nashua, New Hampshire. She is very busy as she is a teacher of elocution 
and has a studio of her own in Nashua. 

Recent alumnae will be interested to learn of the birth of a daughter, 
Pamela Ruth, to Mr. and Mrs. “Tim” Blanchard of Danvers, Massachusetts, 
on July 22, 1957. Mrs. Blanchard is the former Miss Constance Miltimore, 
who for two years was director of physical education at Rogers Hall. 

Judy Drick has been working in the Research and Art Departments 
of the advertising agency, Foote, Cone, and Belding. She writes that it 
has been extremely fascinating to her, as her work is primarily concerned 
with her major interest, Practical Art. 

From her Christmas card we learned that Jean Holt McDermott now 
lives in Indianapolis, Indiana, at 218 East 28th Street. 

Sally Allen has been elected a member of the 1958 May Court by the 
sophomores at Mary Washington College of The University of Virginia. 

Catherine Welch Clancey is now residing in Madrid, Spain, where 
her husband is stationed with the United States Air Force. The Clanceys 
expect to be in Spain until May of 1960. 

This fall we were happy to welcome as members of our school several 
girls who have alumnae connections. Theodora, better known as “Teddy,” 
Fisher is the sister of Sue Fisher. Ann Flynn and Barbara Gifford are the 
daughters of Margaret Macreery Flynn and Eleanor Preston Gifford. And 
in our day department, Carolyn Rockwell, the sister of Gail Rockwell, and 
Susan Wilson, the daughter of Marjorie Ann Proctor Wilson, entered Rog- 
ers hall. 

The Class of 1957 is represented at the following schools and colleges: 
Constance Shoesmitli at Duke University; Audrey Hockmeyer and Vanessa 
Noble at Pine Manor Junior College; Appley Adams, Nicole Barson, and 
Cynthia Boynton at Lasell Junior College; Carolyn Bowes and Maria Bright 
at Marjorie Webster Junior College; Virginia Brown at Mary Washington 
College; Sally Cessna at Wheelock College; Avis Churchill at Elmira Col- 
lege; Catherine Crumpacker at The University of Michigan; Julie Eiseman 
at Bennington College; Emily Fletcher at Louisiana State University; Susan 
Gaunt at Green Mountain College; Stephanie Healey at Pratt Institute; Pa- 
tricia Lancaster at The Berkeley School; Georgena Lindenberg at The Uni- 




versity of New Mexico; Janet Lombard at Mount Holyoke College; Jane 
Packard at Westbrook Junior College; Judith Parker at Centenary Junior 
College; Patricia Rosenshine at Hollins College; Melanie Sulouff at-Finch 
College; Elaine Vargis at Endicott Junior College; and Georgene Walkley 
at Denison University. We understand that Diane Stone has accepted a 
position in Boston and Suzanne Morse is learning the business in her par- 
ents’ gift shop. 

We are very proud to announce that Carolyn Abbott, the daughter 
of Eleanor Whittier Abbott, is on the Dean’s List at Wheaton College. 
Good work, Lyn ! 


SPLINTERS 


COURIER-CITIZEN COMPANY 

Printers and Lithographers 



PLANTS 

Lowell, Mass. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Chicago, III. 
Gainesville, Ga. 
Jacksonville, Texas 
Centerville, Iowa 
Kendallville, Ind. 
Allentown, Pa. 

San Francisco, Cal. 


SALES OFFICES 

Baltimore, Md. 
Boston, Mass. 

New York, N. Y. 
Hartford, Conn. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
Atlanta, Ga. 

Dallas, Texas 
Columbus, Ohio 
Des Moines, Iowa 
Kansas City, Mo. 
San Francisco, Cal. 
Los Angeles, Cal. 


'Jr 



Q : § r p' 

‘5 3 es ^ 

* QaA6 6 ITl/Xxutjirr>aJL^ 





K!s 3v^ ^ , 











*r 






X 


\ 


j?j/ 

K y ° 



3 ‘•m 


A S' ,- , 

yv f / 





SWuo- 


GOOD LUCK/ 


TTD 

TMET 

CLASS 

OF 

’5fi 


FROM 

YOUR 

UNDEPGPAD5... 


Our Best Wishes to the Class 

of 

1958 

BEAR AND LION 


Dinah Torrey — Editor 
Janet Dayton — Art Editor 
Barbara Smith — Business Manager 
Miss Barnes — Faculty Advisor 


Staff : 

Holly Budd 
Buttons McCarthy 
Julie Vaughn 
Tibby Gregory 


Dianne Dubrulc 
Teddy Fisher 
Jane Miers 
Jean Cady 


High Pressure Equipment Company, Inc. 


1222 Linden Avenue 
Erie, Pennsylvania 


Manufacturers of autoclaves, reactors, valves, fittings 
and tubing for high pressure research and laboratory 
installations. 


SPLINTERS 



IN NEW 


BLOUSES 


AT ONE OF 
NEW ENGLAND'S 
FINEST STORES . . . 


The BON MARCHE 


YOU'LL FIND 
YOUR BEST BUYS 


INSURANCE SPECIALISTS 


Since 1865 


FRED. C. CHURCH & CO. 


24 Merrimack St., Lowell 
Tel. GL 8-6838 


FREDERIC C. CHURCH, Boston 
HENRY F. FESSENDEN, Lowell 
NEWELL L. FOSTER, Lowell 
ROY F. WELLS, Chelmsford 
BRANFORD S. BRANNON, Lowell 


WETHERBEE LAMSON, C.L.U., Westford 
EDWARD D. HOWE, CPCU, Dunstable 
KENTON P. WELLS, Chelmsford 
IRVING MEREDITH, JR., Littleton 
JOHN F. REILLY, JR., Lowell 



SPLINTERS 


E. C. Pearson 

Painting Co., Inc. 

Interior Decorators and Painting Contractors 

IMPORTED and DOMESTIC 

PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES 

WALLPAPERS 

AND ENAMELS 

90 HAMPSHIRE STREET 

LOWELL, MASS. 



Established 1898 


Telephone GL 2-4771 


DOUGLAS & COMPANY, INC. 


SLATE, GRAVEL, TILE AND METAL 
ROOFING 

CORNICE AND SKYLIGHT WORK 


“ Approved Bird Roofer ” 


147 Rock Street 


Lowell, Mass. 


SPLINTERS 




Lowell’s Largest Furniture Store 
featuring furniture in all price ranges 
Since 1886 

Complete Home Furnishers 


SPLINTERS 


WOOD-ABBOTT CO. 

ESTABLISHED 1872 

Diamond Merchants and Jewelers 
175 MERRIMACK STREET LOWELL, MASS. 


Buckland Printing Co. 

LOWELL, MASS. 


269 Dutton St. 
Lowell, Mass. 



SOLD AT 


BENNETT HARDWARE CO. 

Plumbing, Heating, Farm Supplies 


Division of 

McKIttrlck Hardware Co. 


Heating & Cooling Equipment 
— Fuels — 

D. T. SULLIVAN CO. 


1012 GORHAM ST. 


TEL. GL 4-7857 



SPLINTERS 



Compliments of 

Jane Tooher Sport Clothes, Inc. 

711 Boylston Street 
Boston 16, Mass. 

Official Outfitter for ROGERS HALL 



Lowell 

Next to Y. W. C. A. 


Compliments of 



Clothes & Accessories of the 
Better Type 


Shops in Andover & Bradford also 


Compliments of 


A FRIEND 


SPLINTERS 


r 


Serving 

Lowell - Chelmsford - Dracut - Tewksbury 


TRULL'S FLOWER STUDIO 

467 RIVER RD. Tel. GLenview 4-7983 TEWKSBURY, MASS. 

RICHARD TRULL CLINTON RICHARDSON 


McKEEN STUDIO 

Your Portrait Photographer for 
SPLINTERS 

66 MERRIMACK STREET HAVERHILL, MASS. 


Get it at 

Parkway Prescription Pharmacy 

James J. Queenan, Reg. Ph. Mg. 


309 Rogers Street 

Free Delivery 

Lowelll, Massachusetts 

Tel: GL 4-4831 


New England Exterminating Co. 

Compliments of 

20 Hurd Street 

DR. WM. R. PEPIN 

LOWELL, MASS. GL 2-9621 


Nashua TU 9-9191 


Lawrence 3-2320 


SPLINTERS 




Compliments of 

FREDERIC A. SNOW & CO. 

One hundred and eighteen years 
a. prescription store 

F. and E. BAILEY & CO. 

328,-329-330-331 Hildreth Bldg. 

Prescription Specialists 

LOWELL, MASS. 

79 Merrimack St. 19 John St. 

Lowell, Mass. 

Leaders 

Compliments of 


GAUMONT BROTHERS 

Lowell’s Leading Radio and Television Store . 

338 MERRIMACK ST. 

Opp. City Hall 

Compliments of 

STATIONERS . 

BRADT BAKERY, INC. 

GIFT SHOP— TOY SHOP 

Typewriters For Sale and For Rent 

BAKERS OF FINE CRACKERS 


SINCE 1833 

G. C. PRINCE & SON 

INC. 

Whiting St. Lowell, Mass. 

108 MERRIMACK ST. 

fyodef’d 

C/lNC., «F LOWELL# 

Compliments of 

DR. FRANK BRADY 



SPLINTERS 


Greeting cards for all members of 
the family for all seasons of the year. 
PHOTO FINISHING 

• 

DONALDSON’S 

LOWELL, MASS. 

“On the Sunny Side of Merrimack St." 


ROBERT 

ROLLINS 

SPECIALIZING IN BLAZERS 
HONORED TO SERVE ROGERS HALL 

832 Broadway New York, N.Y. 



THE BARROWS TRAVEL 
SERVICE, INC. 

MAIN OFFICE 
62 CENTRAL STREET 
LOWELL, MASS. 

Tel. GL 9-9313 


Gramercy 7-1802 


Compliments of 


Compliments of 


EASTERN TREE SERVICE, CO. 


428 BROADWAY 
LOWELL, MASSACHUSETTS 


Thomas J. Sullivan 


GLenview 3-3979 


Compliments of 


JOIN 


A FRIEND 


THE 


RED CROSS 


SPLINTERS 


AMALIA 

TREE SURGEONS. Inc. 

specialists in all phases of tree care. 

MANCHESTER, MASSACHUSETTS 
Telephone 

Manchester Andover 

300 - 1848 

DILLON 

for 

“ Bonded. Cleaning’ ’ 

EAST MERRIMACK ST. 

FINEST OF SEA FOOD 

IN SEASON 

“For Your Health’s Sake, Eat 

More Fish” 

W. J. HOARE 

Tel. 2-3571 461 Lawrence St. 

Derby Electric 
Company 

82 MIDDLE ST. 

LOWELL, MASS. 

We now have 24 hour emergency service 

GL 9-9361 

Compliments . 

of 

American Cleaning Co. 

Compliments of 

DR. BOYDEN PILLSBURY 

TOWING ROAD SERVICE 

Blackstock's Garage 

AUTOMOBILE REPAIRING 

572 ROGERS STREET 

Lowell, Mass. 

Dial 2-4871 

DRINK MORE MILK 

for BETTER HEALTH 
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The Staff 

Cecelia Wittmann, Editor-in-chief 
Nancy Wolf, Business Manager 
Deborah Giffin, Art Editor 
Mrs. Louise Staten, Alumnae Editor 

Miss Hildred Ramsay, Faculty Adviser 

LITERARY BOARD 

Victoria Estes Susan Shwartz 

Sarah Herrmann Diane Torrey 

Mariella Pomar Julie Vaughan 

BUSINESS BOARD 


Linda Benner 
Wendy Carpenter 
Joanne Copen haver 


Bonney Herrmann 
Marjorieann Wright 
Carolyn Young 



DEDICATION 


To Mrs. Tremble, whose quick temper and ready wit (remember the egg 
shells?) have made the year bounce along. 


The Qontents 


EDITORIAL 

SENIOR CLASS 


Senior Song 
The Class 
Undergrad Song 
Supper for the Seniors 
Class Statistics 
“See Us Then!” 

Class Prophecy 
June 2 
Class Will 


LITERARY 


Frogs Susannah Carroll 

But It Did Not Fall Diane Dubrule 

Soliloquy Lynne Robinson 

December Seventh Diane Dubrule 

The Calling of the Sea .... Cynthia Migliore 

Remembrance Mariella Pomar 

With These Hands Diane Dubrule 

Winter by the Sea Nancy O’Connell 


SCHOOL NOTES 

ADDRESSES AND BIRTHDAYS 


ALUMNAE NEWS 



VOL. 66 COMMENCEMENT, 1958 NO. 2 


EDITORIAL 

Advancement is the key to a productive life. We cannot possibly help others 
or improve the world if we refuse to forge ahead, to blaze new trails, to have new 
experiences. The achievements of the past are useful, yes, but only as beacons to 
guide us, to shape our values, no more. We must not wish in vain to hold back time. 
We would then die — our spirits, our individuality, would be as a stagnant pool while 
the rushing stream of life detoured around. Would we wish to remain a perpetual 
sweet sixteen? If we could, we would be seriously limiting ourselves. Our personali- 
ties would be mere skeletons of what they might have been. The life, the friends 
we leave, were meant to complete but a few degrees of the circle that is to be our 
world. Commencement is but the beginning, a chance to advance, a chance to make 
new friends, live new experiences, learn more about life. We have made discoveries 
the past year. But they are by no means the last discoveries that we shall make. In 
fact, they have been the prelude, a kind of appetizer of what is to follow. Let us 
look back upon the year with remembrance but with the realization that it has 
been but a stepping stone on our paths. 
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SENIOR SONG 

Tune: The Way You Look Tonight 

Undergrads, soon we will have gone; 

Time has moved us on 

But we will be thinking of you always 

For you are so dear to us. 

Cae and Kava, we will miss you so; 

We know what we leave — 

Sportsmanship and honor with you always — 
Try to keep them near to you. 

As we seniors bid you adieu, 

We’ll be so sad without you. 

All our lives we’ll remember you still 
Though we are far away. 

Seniors, saying our farewell, 

Feeling badly, too. 

Rogers Hall we must be leaving 
But we always will remember you. 

From the class of ’58. 

Betsie Wagner 
Barbara Van Horne 


BETSIE ASPINWALL WAGNER 



“Buttonwood” 

Balmville Road 
Newburgh, New York 

President of Senior Class 
Bennett College 

Kava Club, Hockey ’57, Manager ’58, Basketball 
Second ’57 ; Swimming ’57, ’58, Tennis '5 7, Baseball 
Second ’58, Water Ballet '58, Dramatics ’57, ’58, 
Christmas Pageant ’57, Backstage ’58, Kava Club 
Song ’58, Undergrad-Senior Party ’57, Senior-Under- 
grad Party ’58, Senior Luncheon ’57, Class Song ’58, 
Class Prophecy ’58, Debate ’58, Senior Prom Chair- 
man ’58, Student Council ’58. 

A wonderful companion to all who know her, Betsie 
has been an excellent class president. In the future we 
are sure that she will bring happiness and sunshine 
wherever she may go. 

" Good things are twice as good when they are short / 9 
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SARAH HERRMANN 

1020 Post Road 
Scarsdale, New York 

Vice President of Senior Class 
Hood College 

Cae Club; Softball Manager, ’57; Second Team 
Hockey, ’58 ; Water Ballet, ’58 ; Glee Club, ’57, ’58 ; 
Christmas Pageant, ’57, ’58 ; Bear and Lion, ’57 ; 
Student Council, ’57 ; Splinters Literary Board, ’58 ; 
Senior Party for Undergrads, ’58; Halloween Party, 
’58; Typing Award ’58; Class Will, ’58; Senior Prom, 
’58; Mrs. MacGay’s Marshal, ’57; Commencement 
Play, ’58 ; Honorable Mention Helen Hill Award, ’58. 

Good looking Sarah is the image of the typical prep 
school senior. A wonderful vice-president of the class, 
her cheery smile will always bring her success in life. 


" Sweeter than the honey from the honeycomb.” 
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RUTH WENDEL CARPENTER 

145 Phillips Avenue 
Swampscott, Massachusetts 

Garland School 

Cae Club; Second Hockey Team Sub., ’58; Tennis 
and Badminton Manager, ’58 ; Softball Second Team, 
’58; Cheerleader ’57, ’58; Modern Dancing ’58; Class 
Day Usher ’57; Usher Spring Play '58; Student 
Council ’58; Business Board Splinters ’58; Senior 
Prom Committee ’58 

Peppy Cae Cheerleading and cute walk, it is easy 
to tell to whom these characteristics belong. No other 
than Wendy Carpenter, this year’s most delightful 
hostess. Best of luck always to a wonderful and 

sincere person. 

!! here the angels and devils get together !' 


SERENA GILMAN BLYTH 

Meadow Lane 
Old Greenwich, Connecticut 

President of Student Council 
University of Connecticut 

Kava Club; Second Team Hockey, ’58, Captain; 
Second Team Basketball, ’58; Cheerleading, ’58; Bear- 
Lion, ’57 ; Christmas Pageant, ’57, ’58 ; Chairman 
Andover Dance, ’58; Chairman Exeter Dance, ’58; 
World University Service Conference, ’58; Glee Club, 
’57, ’58, Commencement Play, ’58, Helen Hill Award, 
’58. 

The president of our student council for this school 
year is characterized by her activeness and efficiency. 
These assets will surely help make Serena a success in 
whatever she attempts to do throughout life. 

t( One who ivillingly embarks in any cause!' 



SUSANNAH BOYCE CARROLL 


809 Forest Road 
New Haven, Connecticut 

Mary mount College 

Cae Club ; Hockey Manager, ’58 ; Basketball Second 
Team, ’57, ’58; Water Ballet, ’58; Softball Team, ’58; 
Volleyball, ’57, ’58, Second; Swimming Team, ’57; 
Andover Dance Committee, ’58 ; Dramatics, ’57, ’58 ; 
Commencement Play, ’57, ’58, Christmas Pageant, ’58; 
Glee Club, ’57, ’58 ; Senior Place Cards, ’58 ; Cheer- 
leading, ’57, ’58 ; Splinters Business Staff, ’57 ; R. H. 
’58; Poetry Prize, ’58; Honorable Mention Music 
Appreciation, ’58. 

Our “littlest” senior is a bag of fun whose ability to 
tell funny stories is unsurpassed. To imagine a record 
player without Sue beside it is almost impossible, and 
to imagine Sue sitting still is even more impossible. 

“Wit is the salt of conversation.” 



s 

\ 



% 


PATSY CHALMERS 

311 Grosse Pointe Boulevard 
Grosse Pointe Farms 36, 

Michigan 

Endicott College 

Kava Club; Second Team Softball ’56; Second Team 
Hockey ’57; Second Team Softball ’57; First Team 
Basketball ’56, ’57, ’58; First Team Hockey ’58; 
Second Team Volleyball ’58; Basketball Captain ’58; 
Swimming Manager ’58; Second Team Softball ’58; 
Softball Captain ’58; Christmas Pageant ’56; Andover 
Dance Committee ’58; Usher Spring Play ’58; R. 
H. ’58. 

The class clown, “Mouse,” is known and loved by 
all for her sparkling sense of humor and cheery atti- 
tude. Whatever she goes into, we know she will 
brighten the lives of those around her. 




“The opportunity to do mischief is found 
a hundred times a day.” 


ELLEN COOK 



Vegagasse 11 
Vienna, Austria 

Vice President of Kava 
Colby Junior College 

Kava Club; Second Hockey. ’57, ’58; First Basketball, 
’ 58 , Manager *57; First Volleyball ’ 58 ; First Softball, 
’58 ; Chee'rleading, ’57, ’58 ; Glee Club, ’ 57 , ’58 ; Exeter 
Dance Committee, ’58; Christmas Pageant, ’58; Hal- 
loween Party, ’58; Commencement Play Head Usher, 
’57; Typing Award, ’58; Commencement Play, ’58; 
R. H. ’58 ; Honorable Mention Helen Hill Award and 
Dramatics, ’58. 

She is this year’s foreign diplomat! Just set her 
down in a quiet place and she can tell you of many of 
the fascinating places of the world. She has done a 
splendid job as Vice President of Kava. Good luck 
to you, Ellen. 

“Sweet, sensible, and sincere is dowry 
zvorth a hemisphere ” 


VICTORIA ESTES 

704 West Main Street 
Dundee, Illinois 


Lawrence College 

Kava Club; Hockey, ’57; Basketball Sub, ’57; Man- 
ager of Softball, ’57, ’58; Swimming, ’56, ’57, ’58; 
Cheerleading, ’56; Water Ballet, ’56, ’58; Dramatics, 
’57 ; Christmas Pageant, ’57, ’58 ; Commencement 
Play, ’57 ; Spring Play, ’57 ; Octet, ’57 ; Leader, ’58 ; 
Exeter Dance, ’58; Senior Luncheon. ’57; Under- 
grad-Senior Party, ’57 ; Student Council, ’57 ; Kava 
Club Song, ’58; Glee Club, ’56, ’57. ’58; Hockey Ban- 
quet Place Cards, ’58 ; Splinters Literary Board, ’58. 

Tory, our famous musician, shows her versatility in 
this field by playing the piano and heading the Octet, 
which under her leadership has been tops. Never ask 
her why she is always on a pink cloud — especially dur- 
ing chemistry class. Life is wonderful, Tory, isn’t it? 

“Happy am I, from care Pm free! 

Why can't they all be contented like me.” 



GRETCHEN FOWLER 

Governor’s Island 
Laconia, New Hampshire 

Garland School 

Kava Club; Hockey Second Team ’57, ’58; Volleyball 
Second Team ’57, Captain ’58; Basketball Captain ’57, 
’58; Softball '57, Second Team ’58; Commencement 
Usher ’57; Modern Dance ’58; R. H. Award ’57; 
Typing Award ’57. 

“Quiet on the surface” Gretchen just can’t seem to 
conceal that mischievous twinkle in her eye. This 
ability for fun plus her quiet sincerity endear Gretch 
to all who know her. 

“What xoc believe , we must believe u’holly, 
and zvithout reserve ” 




DEBORAH JANE GIFFIN 

136 Elm Street 
Keene, New Hampshire 

Wheaton College 

Kava Club; Manager of Tennis and Badminton Teams 
’58; Art Editor of Splinters ’58; Usher at the Andover 
Dance Concert ’58; Usher at the Christmas Pageant 
’58; Scenery for the Christmas Pageant ’58; World 
University Service Conference ’58 ; Class Prophecy 
’58 ; Property Manager for the Commencement Play 
’58; Senior Place Cards ’58; Art Prize ’58; Current 
Events Prize ’58; Honor Roll ’58. 

Debby is the artist of the class, and she has proved 
it by being one of the best art editors Splinters has 
ever had. A keen mind and a great personality, this 
gal is really going to go places. 


“Her zvays are zvays of pleasantness ** 



PATRICIA HAASS 

Farm Crest Farms 
Northville, Michigan 

Webber College 

Cae Club ; Glee Club, ’57, ’58 ; Backstage Dramatics, 
’58; Basketball, ’57, Second Team, Manager, ’58; 
Hockey, ’57; Second Team; Swimming, ’57; Volley- 
ball, ’57, Second Team; Debating, ’58; Exeter Dance 
Committee, ’58; Senior Statistics, ’58. 

Who’s the girl who loves Michigan farms and 
Florida beaches, horses and sunburns? That’s our girl, 
Pat. One of the greatest organizers of all times, she is 
always ready and willing to do something to make 
others have fun — whether it’s a Senior party or Spring 
Holidays. 


JOAN DOROTHY GOOD ALE 

385 Parker Street 
Lowell, Massachusetts 

Vice-President of Cae 
Wheaton College 

Cae Club; Hockey Manager, ’57, Team, ’58; Basket- 
ball, Sub ’57, Team, ’58,; Volleyball, ’58; Softball, Sub 
’57; Cheerleading, ’58; New Hampton Dance ’57; 
Bear and Lion, ’57; Student Council, ’58; School 
Marshal, ’57; Glee Club, ’56. ’57, ’58; Dramatics, ’56, 
’57, ’58; Christmas Pageant, ’56, ’57, ’58; Prom, ’58; 
Honor Roll, ’56, ’57 ; Honorable Mention Dramatics, 
’58 ; Music Appreciation Award, ’58 ; R. H. ’58. 

Well-versed in almost everything — school work, 
sports and dramatics, Joan has been an excellent vice- 
president of Cae. One can always tell Joanie by her 
swishing pony tail swaying as she walks down the 
hall. 

‘To be friendly is to be happy.” 



A kind heart and a capable head.” 


DEBORAH HANSON 


3 Old Brook Drive 
Worcester, Massachusetts 

Centenary College 

Kava Club; Hockey, Second Team Captain, ’57, First 
Team, ’58; Volleyball, Second Team, ’57, Manager, 
’58; Basketball, ’57, Second Team, ’58; Softball, 
Second Team, ’56, ’57, First Team, ’58; Cheerleader, 
’57, ’58; Glee Club, ’56, ’57, ’58; Dramatics, ’57, ’58; 
Backstage, ’57; Christmas Pageant, ’56, ’58; Com- 
mencement Play, ’58; Head Usher Class Day, ’57; 
Commencement Usher, ’57 ; Senior Prom ’58 ; Debate, 
’58 ; Senior Statistics, ’58 ; Red Cross Senior Life Sav- 
ing Award, ’57 ; Honorable Mention Bible, ’57 ; R. H.’ 
’58; Honorable Mention Current Events, ’58. 

We’ll always remember Debby for that long blonde 
hair and her many clothes. To say Debby is talkative 
would be putting it mildly; she makes anyone forget 
her troubles with her happy chatter and contagious 
giggle. 

“A smile on her lips and mischief in her eyes.” 






ESTELLE HEIFETZ 

59 Bartlet Street 
Andover, Massachusetts 

Boston University 

Cae Club; Manager of Swimming Team, ’58; Modern 
Dance, ’58; Glee Club, ’57, ’58; Exeter Dance Com- 
mittee, ’58; Commencement Play, ’58; Typing Award, 
’57. 

Estelle’s the gal who rides here everyday in her own 
red Chevrolet from Andover. With a cheery “Hi” she 
brings in news from the outside world. A really sweet 
girl, Estelle is a good worker and lots of fun to be 
with. 


“ Gentle of spirit t beneficent of mind.” 


BONNEY ANN HERRMANN 



1440 South Shore Drive 
Erie, Pennsylvania 

Centenary Junior College 

Cae Club; First Team Hockey, ’58; Second Team 
Basketball, ’58, sub, ’57; First Team Volleyball, ’58, 
Second, ’57; First Team Softball, ’57, ’58; Swimming 
Team, ’57; Tennis Team, ’57; Water Ballet, ’58; 
Senior Life Saving, ’57 ; Cheerleading, ’57, Captain 
’58 ; Splinters Business, ’57, ’58 ; Backstage Manager, 
’58; Andover Dance, ’58; R. H. Award, ’57, ’58; 
Typing Award, ’57; Usher At Christmas Pageant, 
’57 ; Senior-Undergrad Party ’58. 

A girl who loves snowstorms and school weekends, 
Bonny’s wonderful pep has made her a spirited cheer- 
leading captain. As long as she reads the necessary 
books, we know she will succeed in her nursing- 
career. 


“An amiable disposition has she A 


KATHERINE KING 

144 Pleasant St 
Laconia, New Hampshire 

University of Neiv Hampshire 

Cae Club; Hockey ’57 ’58; Basketball ’58, Second 
Team ’57; Vollyball ’58, Second Team ’57; Softball 
’57, Captain, ’58; Cheerleading ’57; Glee Club ’57, ’58; 
Exeter Dance ’58; Undergrad Party ’58; Commence- 
ment Usher ’57; Christmas Pageant Chorus ’58; 
Junior OAT Typing Award ’57; Senior OAT Typing 
Award ’58 ; R. H. ’58 ; Neatness Award, ’58. 

Another small one of the class, Kay’s sense of humor 
and infectious laughter makes this fact inconsequential. 
Your blue moods will never last long around her. With 
her ambition, she will succeed in any field she happens 

to choose. 



“Infinite riches in a little room.” 




CHARLOTTE COTHRAN MARSH 

965 Esplande 

Pelham Manor, New York 
Westminster Choir College 

Cae Club; Cheerleading, ’56, '57, '58; Hockey, '57, '58, 
Captain, '58; Basketball, '56, '57, '58; Volleyball, '56, 
I '57, '58; Swimming, '57; Softball, '56, '57, '58; Water 
Ballet, '58; Glee Club, '56, '57, '58; Octet, '57, '58; 
Dramatics, '57, '58 ; Backstage, '56, '57 ; Christmas 
Pageant, '56, '57, '58 ; Student Council, Secretary, '57 ; 
Senior Luncheon, '56 ; Hockey and Basketball Favors, 
'57, '58 ; Senior Placecards, '58 ; Undergrad-Senior 
Song, '56; Cae Song, '58; Honorable Mention in 
Bible, '56, '58; Silver Typing Award, '57; Red Cross 
Senior Life Saving Award, '57 ; Neatness Award, '57, 
Music Appreciation Award, '57, Honorable Mention, 
'58; R. H. Award, '57, '58; Honorable Mention Cur- 
rent Events, '58; Parsons Award, '58; Honor Roll, '58. 

Miss Marsh, the girl with a genuine appreciation 
for the finer things of life. Her ability to carry a tune 
has given her a position in the Octet. She is always 
ready to give a helping hand to class songs — whether 
in the actual composing or directing. We hope you 
will go far with your talent, Charlotte. 

“Life is not life at (ill without music." 



CYNTHIA MARIE MIGLIORE 

1 Sherwood Road 
Melrose, Massachusetts 

University of Vermont 

Cae Club '57, '58; Second Team Hockey '57, '58; 
Swimming Team '57, '58; Senior Life Saving '57; 
Dramatics Backstage '58 ; Usher at Christmas Play 
'57 ; Exeter Dance Committee '58. 

With a kind word and sweet smile for anyone and 
everyone, Cinny is certainly one of the most charming 
and sincere girls we know. With her chic French 
twist, and love for French class, we will never for- 
get her. Best of luck to a swell gal. 

“The quiet mind is richer than a crown." 






JOSEPHINE ELLEN PITT 

Bullard Road 
Weston, Massachusetts 

Colorado Woman's College 

Cae Club; Second Team Basketball ’58; Second 
Team Volleyball ’58; Second Team Softball ’58; 
Commencement Play Usher ’57 ; Dramatics ’58 ; 
Christmas Pageant ’58 ; Modern Dance ’58 ; Poetry 
Award ’57; Typing Award ’57. 

The most well known for her chatter and loud gig- 
gles, Jo is always bouncing around stirring up fun 
wherever she happens to be— which is usually every- 
where ! Sure to be a success any place she goes, Jo will 
always get a big bang out of life. 

‘7 go musing along , thinking of diz'crsc things /' 


NANCY FRENCH O’CONNELL 

Eastern Pointe Boulevard 
Gloucester, Massachusetts 

President of Kava Club 

Garland School i 

Kava Club; Hockey ’57; Sub Hockey ’58; Volleyball 
’57; Captain Volleyball ’58; Basketball ’57, ’58; 
Second Softball ’57, ’58 ; Dramatics ’57 ; Christmas 
Pageant ’57, ’58; Glee Club ’56, ’57 ’58; Senior Prom 
’58 ; R. H. Award ’57, ’58 ; Octet ’57, ’58 ; Neatness 
Award ’58. 

With an easy-going attitude and an astounding 
laugh, Nancy is our girl for whom life is always good. 
Whatever she does, we know that she too will brighten 
the lives of those around her. 

" Whose nature is so far from doing harm , 
that she suspects none/' 








LUISA MARIELLA POMAR 

Nicolas de Rivera 336 
San Isidro 
Lima, Peru 

Cae Club; First Team Volleyball ’56, ’57, ’58; Second 
Team Softball Sub. ’57 ; Red Cross Senior Lifesaving 
’57 ; Christmas Pageant ’58 ; Splinters Literary Board 
’58; Exeter Dance ’58; Glee Club ’56, ’57, ’58; Senior 
Luncheon ’57 ; Christmas Play Usher ’57 ; Commence- 
ment Play Usher ’56; Honorable Mention in Music 
Appreciation ’57 ; Honor Roll ’57. 

Latin eyes and Peruvian ambassadoress, that’s none 
other than Mariella. She has been an aid to the class 
by her ability to write and also did a marvelous job 
on the place card committee. We wish you the best 
of luck with your wonderful next year. 

“She has a certain charm and distinction” 



DIANA FLORENCE PURDY 

Atlantic Avenue 
Rockport, Massachusetts 

Endicott Junior College 

Kava Club; Softball ’54, ’55, Second Team ’57, ’58; 
Field Hockey Sub ’57, Second Team ’55, ’57 ; Volley- 
ball ’54, ’55, ’57, Second Team ’56; Swimming ’54, ’55, 
’56 Captain, ’57, ’58; Cheerleader ’56, Head Cheer- 
leader ’57 ; R. H. Award ’57 ; Kava Decorations ’54, 
’56, ’57, ’58 ; Bear and Lion ’56, ’57, Art Editor ’57, 
Co-editor ’57 ; Senior Luncheon ’56, ’57 ; New Hamp- 
ton Dance ’57; Andover Dance ’58; Senior Party ’56, 
’57; Dramatic Club ’58; Glee Club ’54, ’55, ’56, ’57, ’58; 
Octet ’57, ’58; Neatness Award ’58. 

Diana has spent five years at Rogers Hall. With 
her cheery smile and friendly personality, she’ll be a 
good representative of our school in years to come. 



“/ give my spirit to the flood of song ” 


CAROLYN REYNOLDS 



LYNNE ROBINSON 

31 Washington Parkway 
Lowell, Massachusetts 

Simmons College 

Kava Club; Hockey (second team) ’56; Basketball 
’56; Volleyball (second team) ’57; Cheerleading, ’56, 
’57 ; Andover Dance, ’58 ; Exete'r, ’57 ; Senior Lunch- 
eon, ’57 ; Bear and Lion, ’57 ; Splinters Literary Board, 
’57; Glee Club, ’56, ’57, ’58; Honor Roll, ’56, ’57. 

Pixie hair cut, pug nose, always smiling — that’s our 
Lynne! Enjoying her wit and sense of humor is just 
part of our daily routine. As Kava’s head cheerleader, 
she’s done a great job and we’re sure she’ll have loads 
of success in the future. 

"7 he ready word the zvit will soon supply ” 


1346 Union Street 
Schenectady, New York 

Endicott Junior College 

Kava Club; Manager Volleyball, ’57; Cheerleader ’57; 
Glee Club ’56, ’57 ; Dramatics Club ’56, ’57 ; Thanks- 
giving Play ’56 ; Christmas Pageant ’56 ; Commence- 
ment Play ’56 ; Christmas Play ’57 ; Usher for Christ- 
mas Play ’58 ; Faculty Marshal, Commencement ’57 ; 
Typing Award ’58. 

Carolyn is the girl who always looks as though she 
has stepped off the cover of a magazine. She loves 
clothes, convertibles and likes to spend her summers at 
Harwichport ; are we right, Carolyn? 

“Softly speaks and szveetly smiles.” 
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DIANE LUCRETIA SHEARER 


290 Liberty Street 
Newburgh, New York 

Bouvc-Boston School 

Kava Club; Hockey ’57, ’58, Captain ’58; First Team 
Volleyball ’58; Second Team Volleyball, ’57, Captain 
'57; First Team Basketball, ’57, ’58; Badminton Team, 
’57, ’58; Swimming, ’57, ’58, Captain ’58; First Team 
Softball ’57 ; Dramatics Club ’57, ’58 ; Christmas 
Pageant ’57, ’58 ; Andover Dance ’58 ; Senior Lunch- 
eon ’57 ; R. H. ’58. 

“Tiny” is the pixie of the class. Whenever someone 
mentions sunny mountain slopes, skiing or fabulous 
Maine weekends, we may be sure that Diane is the 
most interested. A hard worker and a sincere friend, 
we are sure that her future will always be successful. 

“Just a little handful , but a barrel of fun /’ 




BARBARA VAN HORNE 

11 Richbell Road 
Scarsdale, New York 

President of Cae Club 
Stephens College 

Cae Club; First Team Hockey ’57, ’58; Second Team 
Volleyball ’56; First Team ’57, ’58; First Team Swim- 
ming ’56, ’57, ’58, Captain ’57; Second Team Baseball 
’56; First Team ’57, ’58; Water Ballet ’58; R. H. ’56, 
’57, ’58; Life Saving ’56; Backstage Dramatics ’56, 
’57, ’58, Manager ’58; Cheerleader ’58; Senior Prom 
’58 ; Senior Class Marshal ’57 ; Senior Undergrad 
Song ’58 ; Class Statistics ’58 ; Athletic Cup, ’58, 
Honorable Mention Dramatics, ’58. 

Pep and spirit are two words which describe Barbie. 
Always with a nice word and a friendly smile, it is 
not surprising that Barb is so well liked by everyone. 
She loves dogs and intends to raise them instead of 
children. That remains to be seen, eh, Barbara? 


“ The best way to have friends is to be oneS 


CECELIA VAN BEUREN WITTMANN 



26 Pourtales Road 
Colorado Springs, Colorado 

Stanford University 

Cae Club; Second Team Hockey ’57; Dramatics, 
Backstage ’58, Commencement Play ’58 ; Andover 
Dance ’58 ; Bear and Lion, Editor ’57 ; Splinters, 
Literary Board ’57, Editor ’58; World University 
Service Conference ’58; Current Events Prize ’57, ’58; 
Honor Roll ’57, ’58; Underhill Honor, ’58; Honorable 
Mention Bible, ’58. 

Petite Ceci is one of those very sad and strange 
cases between an A — and an A+. Never ask who got 
the highest mark in one of her classes — we know the 
answer! A wonderful editor for Splinters , we know 
Ceci’s efficiency will always bring her success in the 
future. 

u Lct knozvledge grow from more to more!' 


NANCY ELIZABETH WOLF 

14 Russell Road 
Dedham, Massachusetts 

Katharine Gibbs 

Cae Club; Hockey, ’57, ’58; Sub, ’57; Basketball, ’57, 
’58; Sub, ’57; Volleyball ’57, ’58; Second Team Soft- 
ball, ’56, ’57; First Team Softball, ’58; Badminton, 
’58; Senior Life Saving, ’57; Chairman of Senior 
Luncheon ’57 ; Chairman Undergrad-Senior Party, 
’57; Senior Prom, ’58; Business Manager Splinters, 
’58 ; Glee Club, ’56, ’57, ’58 ; Water Ballet, ’58 ; Class 
Will, ’58; Christmas Pageant, ’56, ’57, ’58; R. H., ’57, 
’58; Typing Award, ’57. 

Her happy-go-lucky attitude and talent for not 
getting caught is known to all. When this girl stops 
writing letters, the postoffice will go out of business. 
Nancy s ambition is to be the efficient secretary to a 
bachelor New York business man. That’s one ambition 
that will be fulfilled. 



T was fun about which her life revoh f cd! r 


CAROLYN ANN YOUNG 

178 Boulevard 

Mountain Lakes, New Jersey 
Connecticut College 

Cae Club ’5 7, *58 ; Senior Life Saving ’ 57 ; Glee Club 
’57, ’58 ; Dramatics ’58 ; Christmas Pageant ’57, ’58 ; 
Splinters Business Board ’57, ’58 ; Exeter Dance ’58. 

A most attractive blonde from Mountain Lakes, 
Carolyn is certainly the type “Gentlemen Prefer.” A 
true friend, if anyone ever has any problems, she is the 
girl to go to. We wish her all the happiness the world 
has to offer and we know she will go far. 

“Steadiness is the foundation of all virtue 





UNDERGRAD SONG 

Tune: Now The Day Is Over 

Now that the year has ended 
And the Seniors are leaving, 

We will all remember 
Their friendship with us. 

Through the year they have been 

Cheerful and true, 

9 9 J 
Helping us in every way, 

Showing us wfiat to do. 

In the following years to come 
We hope you’ll never forget us, 

The times and friends you’ve shared here 
To make it the best year yet. 

Sheila Donoghue 
Marty Ferrini 
Ann Flynn 
Linda Wolf 

I 

I 


MRS. MacGAY’S SUPPER FOR THE SENIORS 


At 7:00 promptly Friday night. May 30, all seniors arrived in proper re- 
galia for supper at Mrs. MacGay’s home. A delicious lobster or chicken dinner had 
been prepared for us and the evening turned out to be a charming one in every way. 
The place cards were read and admired by everyone and at 8:30 grateful seniors 
left for their sing with the undergrads agreeing that it had been an evening to long 
remember. 


M. P. 


SENIOR PLACE CARDS 


Betsy Wagner 


Kay King 


Red lollipops and popcorn 
Fluffy white Persian kittens 
Rippling brooks in the dazzling sun 

Sarah Herrmann 

Butterflies in the sunlight 
Pastel colored ribbons 
Soft breezes through the trees 

Serena Blyth 

Dimpled smiles 

Old fashioned bouquets 

White gloves and little girl’s hats 

Wendy Carpenter 

Freshly starched pinafores 
Thick cream on strawberries 
Pigtails and red bows 

Sue Carroll 

Harlem nocturne 
Tiger lilies 
Japanese lanterns 

Patsy Chalmers 
Court jester 

Strange chapeaux and eccentric 
jewelry 
Giggles 


Rain 

Pale green feathers 
Mountain resorts 

Charlotte Marsh 

Poppies in an early morning 
Strains of Beethoven 
Precious pictures 

Cynthia Migliore 

Snow white cottages 
Pearl earrings 
Thoughtful gestures 

Nancy O’Connell 

Gingham and pigtails 
Speed boats flashing through the 
waves 

“Good ole songs” and frosted glasses 

Jo Pitt 

Football games 
Conch shells 

Surf crashing against the rocks 

Mariella Pomar 

Sequins and moonlight 
Tropical cruises 
Black velvet 


Ellen Cook 

Cool breezes through blue grass 

Soft wool sweaters 

Pastel sea shells on white sands 

Tory Estes 

Cole Porter’s songs 
Novelty jewelry 
Somewhere over the rainbow 


Diana Purdy 

Fireside chats 
Texas cactus 

Dawn in a winter morning 

Carolyn Reynolds 

Summer showers 
Long evening gloves 
Sleigh bells 


Gretchen Fowler 

Roller coasters and merry-go-rounds 
Birch trees 
Shetland crew-necks 

Debby Giffin 
Artist studios 
Freshly sharpened pencils 
Wood violets 

Joan Goodale 

Pink carnations 

Curtain calls 

Old fashioned china ware 

Pat Haass 

Gardenias on black velvet 
Convertibles and dark glasses 
Long-distance telephone calls 

Debbie Hanson 
Black poodles 
Fashion magazines 
Roaring fires 

Estelle Heifetz 

Echoes of children’s laughter 
Women’s clubs 
Salmon pink gladiolas 

Bonnie Herrmann 

Sweep of tennis racquets 
Madras plaids 

Cheering sections and tweeds 


Lynne Robinson 

Cheering sections and ivy-league 
banners 

Sweetheart roses and blue forget-me 
nots 

Miniature white poodles 

Diana Shearer 
Pixie features 
Bolts of plaid 

Swift skiis and sunny slopes 

Barbara Van Horne 
Irish setters 

Tinkle of ice in crystal glasses 
Brass bands and calliopes 

Ceci Wittmann 

Cosy chairs and good books 

Flowered prints 

Twilight on an English lane 

Nancy Wolf 

Fraternity pins and college banners 
Wild parties and progressive jazz 
Clicking of typewriters 

Carolyn Young 

Carpets of yellow dandelions 
Raggedy Ann dolls 
Breeze blown hilltops 

Mrs. MacGay 

Gracious and sensible advice 
Stillness of evening 
Pounding of a gavel 


Mariella Pomar 
Lynne Robinson 
Sue Carroll 


Class 


Name 

Desired Desire 

Common Comment 

Pet Peeve 

Serena Blyth 

Mental Therapist 

But I didn’t really. 

Liver 

Wendy Carpenter 

Have clean toe nails 

Have you played off your 
tennis match? 

No hot water in the bathtub 

Sue Carroll 

Double date with Pat 

Just let me tell you what 
happened . . . 

Spinning in that World of 
her own! 

Patsy Chalmers 

Get an A in French 

What a riot! 

Temperamental people 

Ellen Cook 

To stay in the U. S. 

What’s the assignment? 

“Woodchuck” 

Tory Estes 

To lead a mixed chorus of 200 

The watcha-ma-call it. 

Bossy people 

Gretchen Fowler 

Water-ski from Florida to 
Bermuda 

Be prepared. 

Soft drinks 

Debby Giffin 

20, 20 vision 

Ya’ know it’s funny. 

Rejected Art Pictures for 
Splinters 

Joan Goodale 

Have CAE win the Baseball 
game 

He calls on Tuesday. 

Inefficiency 

Pat Haass 

Always be on a weekend in 
New York 

I’ve got to lose 30 pounds! 

Telephone bills 

Debbie Hanson 

Go back to Jamaica 

How are ya’ 

7 O’clock bells 

Estelle Heifetz 

Swimming coach at Yale 

I don’t know. 

Chemistry 

Bonny Herrmann 

Need we say, to be a nurse 

Anybody want to read the 

Erie Daily Times? 

One who backs out of things 

Sarah Herrmann 

Locked mailboxes 

I’m in a bad mood. 

People who talk in the 
morning 

Kay King 

Early trains to Laconia 

Oh, those Casey boys. 

No letter at mail call 

Charlotte Marsh 

Meet Queen Elizabeth 

Come on, CAE, you can do it 

Fat 

Cynthia Migliore 

To be a hair stylist 

Phone, for me? 

Open windows 

Nancy O’Connell 

To be thin 

Carolyn, got any food? 

Working 

Jo Pitt 

3 inch spikes on a date 

Keep your eye on that window! 

Closets ? 

Mariella Pomar 

Go out with David Nelson 

I met the most adorable boy 
last weekend. 

Playing second base 

Diana Purdy 

To live -in Texas 

Oh, honestly! 

Being called Diane 

Carolyn Reynolds 

Spend the summer at Harwich 
Port 

Oh, Mother! 

Miss Manter taking her food 

Lynne Robinson 

Go to a U. of M. weekend 

You’re no good. 

Snakes 

Diane Shearer 

To be big 

I want to go to Maine. 

Closet doors left open 

Barbara Van Horne 

To be small 

That’s close. 

KAVA 

Betsie Wagner 

To be with the Sadler’s Wells 
Ballet 

That’s dear. 

Forgetfulness 

Ceci Wittmann 

— 

Editor of Time 

Well, here I am! 

Girdles 

jj Nancy Wolf 
t 

To have 12 kids 

I’m not really pinned . . . yet. . 

.Church 

| Carolyn Young 

Early Sunday morning bells 

I wonder if I passed that test. 

Short boys 


Statistics 

j 

Favorite Favorite 

Typical Tune 

Will Be In 1968 

Demerits 

“Make Love To Me” 

Head of the P. T. A. 

Big ears 

“Peter Cottontail” 

Walking a tight-rope 

Air in the ear 

“Maybe Baby” 

New Champion on Band Stand 

Coca-Cola 

“Mickey Mouse Mambo” 

Running the first stuffed Animal zoo 

| The casual “Tyes” 

“Cupie Doll” 

Austrian Ambassador to the U. S. 

Cereal 

“Dream, Dream, Dream” 

Rogers Hall’s own Fred Waring 

Sleeping 

“Roll Out The Barrel” 

President of the A. A. A. 

Doctors 

“After School” 

Scientific adviser to the President 

Long, Long, hair 

“Eddie My Love” 

Still sweet and sincere 

Florida, moonlight, sand, and . . . 

* . 

“April Love” 

Housemother at Rollins 

Sack dresses 

“Blond Bombshell” 

The new Charles of the Ritz 

Her Chevy 

“Be-Bop Baby” 

Actress on Broadway 

5’ 11”, sandy hair and . . . 

“Teddy Bear” 

Still trying to get “Snookums” home. 

Fignewtons 

“Pretty Little Girl” 

Posing for a “Sweetheart Ad” 

French Canadians 

“That’s My Bill” 

Model for Beauty Rest Mattress 

Scrap book 

“Smile” 

Selling ice cream at Ebbets Field ' 

Day leaves 

“Why Don’t They Understand” 

Taking over for Dior 1 

The Tick Tock 

“Harbor Lights” 

Swimming the English Channel 

Driving convertibles in the summer 
! L_ 

“Over Western Skies” 

Raising Huskies 

Big, Long Mirrors 

“Cha Cha Cha” 

Defending Nixon 

Actors and Pins 

“Short Shorts” 

Toothpaste tester 

Pills 

“I Met Him On Sunday” 

In her Freshman year at Skidmore 

Making bets 

“Bucket’s Got A Hole In It” 

Running a Rogers Hall bus to Brown 

Strawberry ice cream 

“All I Want For Christmas Is My 
Two Front Teeth” 

On the ski Patrol at Lake Placid 

Northwestern 

“Shake, Rattle and Roll” 

Raising Dogs 

Blond hair 

“I Could Have Danced All Night” 

President of a Woman’s Club 

Modern dancing 

“School Days” 

Head of the Book-Of-The-Month 

Club 

Fire engines 

I — 

“Charleston” 

Working on her 12th engagement 

Nebish Signs 

“Who Wrote The Book Of Love” 

Spending all of her time in Maine 






B. V. H. 
P. G. H. 
D.'E. H. 




1. Cynthia Migliore 

2. Joan GoQdale 

3. Lynne Robinson 

4. Charlotte Marsh 

5. Deborah Giffin 

6. Diane Shearer 


7. Debby Hanson 

8. Sue Carroll 

9. Wendy Carpenter 

10. Tory Estes 

11. Patsy Chalmers 

12. Mariella Pomar 


13. Ceci Wittman 

14. Jo Pitt 

15. Serena Blyth 

16. Barbara Van Horne 

17. Gretchen Fowler 

18. Nancy Wolf 


19. Bonny Herrmann 

20. Carolyn Young 

21. Betsie Wagner 

22. Estelle Heifetz 

23. Kay King 

24. Carolyn Reynolds 


i 



CLASS PROPHECY 


Tired of my humdrum job of painting the colors on M&M’s, I decided to 
take a vacation in the land of fantasy. I took my magic carpet to the nearest 
shooting star, from which I hopped over to the Milky Way. There I met Hans 
Christian Andersen and the Grimms Brothers with the Rogers Hall Class of 1958 
on their way to a picnic beside the Golden River on top of the Glass Mountain. 
While walking through the woods near this merry band, I met Little Nancy Riding 
Hood, as always, looking for a Wolf. The Wolf, however, on his way to Grand- 
mother MacGay*‘s house, had stopped off to blow down the spaghetti house of the 
Three Little Pigs — Chubby O’Connell, Rosy Round Reynolds and Brown’n’Serve 
Estes who, after graduating from Rogers Hall, had for a while been tasters at 
Cushman’s Bakery. 

As I journeyed along the path I met Red Shoes Carroll trying (in vain I am 
afraid) to teach Hans Clodhopper Purdy to bop. Apparently thumping up Senior 
Corridor had ruined the latter’s feet for the intricacies of this difficult dance. 

I went around a lollipop tree and found Tweedle Dum Fowler and Twcedle 
De Pitt braiding Double Bubble into Rapunzel Goodale’s hair as she leaned from 
her tower watching for Prince Edward, who was delayed playing tiddly-winks with 
Goose Girl Wagner. 

Steadfast Tin Soldier Bonncy was looking askance at this naughty pair. 
Their prank was unsanitary and detrimental to the health of poor Rapunzcl’s pony 
tail. She was constantly distracted by The Little Match Girl Estelle, who was busy 
giving him a hotfoot. 

Down the road a piece I met Pat Haass riding her white horse to Banbury 
Cross via Florida. 

From the opposite direction Kay Thumb roared by in a chariot drawn by 
Town Mouse Chalmers and Country Mouse Giffin on her way to a meeting of the 
AAA. 


Nearby I heard a voice chant in slurring Peruvian accents “Mirror, mirror on 
the wall, who is the fairest one of all?” I was not surprised to discover Queen 
Mariella in her mirrored glade. 

I cocked my mortarboard over one eye and hopped jauntily through hei 
looking glass, landing in the midst of a croquet match between Snow Queen Sarah 
and Queen Deborah of Hearts, who, as usual had the boys bent double (in this 
case to form wickets) . 

Ellen in Wonderland was clutching a hedgehog as she chased (to the tune of 
a Viennese Waltz) after her croquet mallet, a Migliore flamingo in full plumage. 

As I strolled through the shady woods I saw Diane Be Nimble dancing merrily 
out of the grasp of the Young Giant With the Three Golden Hairs. From their 
perch on a low branch of a Peanut-Buter and Jelly Sandwich Tree, Doug and 
Steve peered through the leaves at the strange goings-on. 

Off to the left was a potato chip castle with a coea-cola moat. The Marsh 
King’s Daughter, Charlotte, was listening at the North Pretzel Gate as Prince Peter 
Big Ears tried to wake Sleeping Beauty Carpenter from her afternoon nap. 

The Wind Whistled Pomp and Circumstance as Lynne Robinson Hood 
buzzed by the Wittmann Fountain of Knowledge. She soon regretted not having 
taken a taste of the sharp, tangy waters when she smashed her shiny green tricycle 
into Johnie Walker’s bridge which crossed Moonbeam River. 

Running frantically, with her black bag under her arm, came the Blythe 
Angel ready to administer first aid and ease Robinsonhood’s aching muscles. 


It had been a long, busy day catching up on the class of ’58. I was not 
surprised to meet Barbara, the Lamplighter, apparently still keeping her late hours. 
She mumbled as she went about her task of lighting fireflies, “It’s about that time.” 

Betsie Wagner 
Debby Giffin 
Ceci Wittmann 


JUNE 2 

T’was the night before Commencement 

And all through the school 

Students were breaking every little rule. 

The dresses were hung in the closets with care 
With hopes that they wouldn’t “shrink” too small to wear. 
The Seniors were supposedly snuggled in bed 
While visions of smoke curled up in their head. 

And I in my curlers, my roommate in cap, 

Had just settled down for a long, gossipy chat, 

When out in the park there arose such a clatter 
That Betsie and Tory investigated the matter. 

The headlights of the cop car revealed in their glow 
Nancy and Debby making whoopie below. 

The moon reflecting on the white picket fence 
Revealed others — determined that fun would commence. 

And what did our devilish eyes happen to see? 

Who was it? Miss Ramsay! Up in a tree! 

Down the fire rope we slid, after flicking the lights — 

Who were we to stay hid, just watching the sights! 

More eager than freshmen we flew to the park, 

Followed by Queenie’s shrill little bark. 

The first round of coke was downed in a flash 
When Gretchen and Jo arrived with a crash. 

Our faces were saddened but spirits were jolly 
As we committed our crimes, a senior’s last folly. 

Sarah and Sue were next to arrive; 

The place was beginning to look half alive! 

As we finished our pizzas and were turning around, 

The last of the group arrived with a bound. 

We were all dressed in Madris: a casual twenty-nine — 

When parkers began to fall for our line. 

We peeked in a blue Nash and whom did we see 
But Miss Olds camping out: 

She’d forgotten her key! 

“Quiet,” yelled Serena, “Heaven knows how we’ve waited — 
So let’s take it easy and not get elated!” 

But who’s this arriving to break up our fun? 

Bill, Manuel and faculty all on the run. 

We decided to quit and dashed to our dorms 
Thinking that this was the last of our reforms. 

Tory Estes 
Nancy Wolf 


CLASS WILL 


We, the senior class of 1958, being rheumatic of body and feeble of mind, 
are about to leave these fair columns and picket fences forever, in order to 

1. Insure liberty for the undergrads 

2. Establish justice for the student council 

3. Provide the future classes with something to try not to live up to, and 

4. Because every other class has had a will and we will not be underdone, 

do ordain and establish this our last will and testament : 

To Miss Ramsay our new and powerful vocabulary, with hopes that the 
people in the outside world can’t understand the big words, as we ourselves are 
not sure of their definition. 

To Mrs. Tremble we dedicate our yearbook. 

To all the faculty our sincere appreciation for putting up with us. 

To the Juniors our cribs, trainers and bottles. 

To the Sophomores our dignity. 

To the Freshmen our experience. 

To Queenie, peroxide. 

To the school at large we leave some empty space for the up and coming 
multitudes to fill. 

To us, college. 

Serena Blyth leaves her good conduct at dances to Sandy Lathrop and Janet 
Dayton. 

Wendy Carpenter bequeaths her pigeon-toed walk to Louise Hart, if she can 
manage it. 

Sue Carroll sacrifices the magic number 2440 to Judy Skae in hopes that 
Mrs. Staten will not have to continue her wild chase for telephone bills. 

Patsy Chalmers donates her facial expressions to Marianne Caley, hoping 
that she will have better luck in scaring away some of her demerits. 

Ellen Cook leaves her good nature to Sandy Mandeville. 

Tory Estes offers her attentiveness in class to Holly Budd. 

Gretchen Fowler bequeaths her love to peer out the east side windows to 
Betts Copenhaver. 

Debby Gif in wills her skill at painting boys out of the picture to Joy Scha- 

backer. 

For a switch we leave Joanie Goodale her long hair with hopes that she will 
not have to wear it in a pony tail for long. 

Pat Haass “Kenard-ly” wait to leave her perfume and jewelry to Toddy 
Maloney. 

Debby Hanson has left her fire rope hanging out the window for Miss Alex- 
ander. 


Estelle Heifetz relinquishes her “weeds” to anyone who is not fussy about 
what they grow in their garden. 

Bonny Herrmann offers her kitten to Lynette Meiser, realizing that she*ll 
need something to help her on the long trip alone from dreary-Erie. 

Sarah Herrmann leaves with the hope that the girls on the first floor of Shedd 
will move up and “Rob” her of her superiority complex. 

Kay King wills her ability to get special permissions to Peggy Wells with the 
prayer that by the time she’s a senior she will do as well. 

Charlotte Marsh leaves to visit the Queen. 

Cindy Migliore grants her ability to wear sacques to Gail Stockwell. 

Nancy O’Connell, our smiling hostess, bestows her knack for hospitality to 
Marjorieann Wright. 

Jo Pitt leaves to return her sailor cap to the U. S. Constitution. 

Mariella Pomar sacrifices the use of the mirrors to the rest of us for once. 

Diana Purdy leaves — after four and one half years. 

Carolyn Reynolds relinquishes her appetite to Miss Olds, who will carry on 
very well. 

Lynne Robinson donates her car to other fortunate day students who may be 
traveling to Brown. 

Diane Shearer bequeaths her all-round athletic ability to Edna Studley. 

Barbara Van Horne just leaves her socks. No one else will take them. 

Betsie Wagner wills her ability to talk above the clatter of the class meetings 
to next year’s President. 

Ceci Wittmann sacrifices her brains to Linda Benner in particular and the 
junior class in general. Don’t kill yourselves in the rush girls — there’s plenty for all. 

Nancy Wolf has been persuaded to relinquish her collection of pins to Linda, 
signifying that where there’s a will there’s a way. 

Carolyn Young leaves her constancy in love to Julie Vaughan. Soberness is a 
wonderful trait in a woman. 

We hereby appoint Bill and Manuel as executors to this enterprise of “pith” 
and cheerfully place our seal. Drawn and signed this second day of June in the year 
of our Lord, Nineteen Hundred and Fifty Eight in the executive chambers of the 
editorial staff of Splinters. The rest is silence! 


GOD SAVE THE SCHOOL! 


N. W. 

J- G. 

S. H. 



FROGS 

When the frogs begin to sing, 

Then the mountains know it’s spring. 

Singing the glory of the earth, 

Chanting the epic of her birth, 

Piping life from every rill, 

Piping the dance of the daffodil, 

Singing because the woods smell clean, 
Exulting because the moss is green, 

They pipe the fern by the mountain pool. 
They pipe because the rain is cool, 

Singing the gladness of the breeze 
Which preens the feathers on the trees. 

They cheer the rising of each new sun, 

They cheer ’til the race of the brooks is won. 
They sing duets with the great redwing; 

They sing, they sing, because it’s spring. 

Susannah Carroll, ’58 
Winner of First Prize 


BUT IT DID NOT FALL 


The rain came 

And beat against the city. 

The storm raged. 

Each drop differed — 

All together made a raging turmoil. 

And the rain beat against the city, 

But it did not fall. 

The snow came 

And loaded a lonely tree. 

But the tree stood on. 

Gallantly it stood against the storm: 
It did not waver but stood strong. 

And the snow beat against the tree, 

But it did not fall. 

The wind came 

And gnawed at the house. 

It tore the shutters free. 

But inside the home was warm; 

The gale could not fight its warmth. 
And the wind beat against the house, 
But it did not fall. 

The evil came 

And beat against the world. 

A few weak faltered, 

But the good would not waver. 

The right stood on. 

And the evil beat against the world, 
But it did not fall. 

Diane E. Dubrule, ’60 
Winner of Second Prize 


SOLILOQUY 


In the bleak days of winter 
When it seems Spring will never come, 
I anxiously wait for early buds 
Or a rainbow in the sky. 

Yes, I wait — depressed. 

Each morning I rise 
To look for a hint — 

A bird’s twitter at dawn 
Or the fresh smell of mint. 

Yes, I wait — depressed. 

As each day arrives 
I’m oblivious to all — 

I see no majestic flowers 
Nor leaves nor trees 
And suddenly it’s Fall. 

Then, I wait — depressed. 

This is the story of my life; 

I always hope for a better thing, 

Never appreciate the present 
And always miss the Spring. 

I just wait — depressed. 

Lynne Robinson, ’58 


DECEMBER SEVENTH 

Somebody said today’s a black day, 

But it’s not really black — 

Though the sky is gray and the winds and rain have come — 
For peace reigns and freedom blows. 


Diane E. Dubrule, ’60 


THE CALLING OF THE SEA 


I walked on the beach 

with the wind blowing wild 

and the waves splashing high on the wall. 

There was a silence 
and a loneliness 

and it was then that I heard a faint call. 

I listened hard and listened long. 

It could have been the whispering sands 
or the sea gulls’ lonely song. 

But as I walked on the beach 
with the wind blowing wild, 

I was content to believe that it was 
but the sounds of the night 
and the calling of the sea. 

Cynthia Migliore, ’58 


REMEMBRANCE 

I saw thee come so gently along the countryside, 

Majestic Lady Spring, thy robe of colors bright. 

The birds sang gaily in the sunlit trees, 

The new born leaves were swaying in the breeze. 

Flowers bloomed in countless brilliant shades, 

Welcoming the sun as mothers new born babes. 

The whole world seemed to cry with beauty bare, 

I felt within my heart a joy beyond compare. 

But now the rain is falling in torrents through the trees, 

The new born leaves hang lifeless, no more swaying in the breeze. 
The thunder rocks the heavens and quakes the countryside, 

The flowers have bent over, have lost their colors bright; 

Yet Spring, thou’st come again tomorrow, perchance another 
day; 

Once more I’ll see thy beauty and watch it fade away. 

I’ll have more happy moments which last but for a while. 

I know that Spring will soon return, come down the countryside, 
And during those few moments of happiness and glee, 

I’ll soon forget the sound of rain which falls amongst the trees. 


Mariella Pomar, ’58 


WITH THESE HANDS 


With these ink and paint stained hands, 
I could be the world’s greatest writer 
Or a much praised painter, 

If I but had the will and a purpose. 

Diane E. Dubrule, ’60 


WINTER BY THE SEA 

I love the cold salt air that 
beats against my cheeks; 

It makes me feel alive 

after summer’s deadly heat. 

I love to watch the surf splash 
hard against the rocks, 

And then roll back to sleep in a 
deep, cold, placid spot. 

I love to see the fishing boats 
outlined in silvery glass, 

They look as if one had molded them 
from a cake of snow-white wax. 
I love to watch the snow come 
tumbling down with speed, 
Then vanish when it touches 
the ocean’s wet majestic sea. 

To you my thoughts may seem 
cold and bitter, 

To me they are just home 
in the winter. 


Nancy O’Connell, ’58 


Sck ool ^Notes 


CALENDAR 


September: 

18: Opening Day — “Here I am and here I stay.” “Beware of all enterprises 
that require new clothes.” 

19: School starts — “True is it that we have seen better days.” 

21 : Singing Beach — “A little nonsense now and then is relished by the best of 
men.” “One touch of nature makes the whole world kin.” 

22: My Fair Lady — “I’ll speak in a monstrous little voice.” “Them’s my 
sentiments, tew.” 

28: Old-Girl, New-Girl Party — “Laugh yourself into stitches.” 

29: Nicholas Slonimsky, “Wit and Wizard of the Keys” — “Music from the 
Spheres.” 

October: 


3 : Initiation — “What is to come we know not.” “Everything is funny as 

long as it is happening to someone else.” 

4: Celebrity Series: : Emlyn Williams — “He knew the precise psychological 

moment when to say nothing.” 

27: Rogers family history: “Patience is a necessary ingredient of genius.” 

November : 

4-15: Asian flu — “You pay a great deal too dear for what is freely given.” 
“We are not amused.” 

20: Hockey games — “Win without boasting. Lose without excuse.” 

23 : One-act plays — “Things rarely go well at rehearsal.” “All’s well that 

ends well.” 

24: Henry Gerald, mental telepathy — “And when you rise in the morning 

you will find that what I tell you is so.” 

December : 


6: Celebrity series, Mirais and Miranda — “A deal of skimble-skamble stuff.” 

7 : Andover dance — “A bevy of fair women.” 

15: Christmas vespers: “The true beginning of our end.” 

17: Christmas dinner and play — “Who risest from a feast with that keen 

appetite he sits down with.” “Play out the play.” 


January: 

8: School Reopens — “Christmas is over and Business is Business.” 

12: Slides of New England, — Mr. Wells — “When love and skill work together, 

expect a masterpiece.” “ ’Tis distance lends enchantment to the 
view-, and robes the mountain in its azure hue.” 

18: Exeter formal: “Must you go? Can’t you stay?” 

27 - 30: Exams — “A little inaccuracy sometimes saves tons of explanation.” 
“There is no royal road to Geometry.” 

31-2: Mid-Term Weekend — -“Business first; pleasure afterwards.” 

February: 

22: Exeter dance — “No woman is an absolute fool ... no woman is ever com- 

pletely deceived.” 


March : 

12: Basketball — “A game well played” 

17: Spring Play — “The rule of not too much” 

18: Vacation — “There will be a hot time in the old town tonight” 

April : 

9: Back from vacation — “We have seen better days” 

18: Carousel — “This may be a play to you, 

’Tis death to us” 

May. 

7 : Founder’s Day — “Into each life some rain must fall, 

Some days must be dark and dreary” 

18: Prom: “A man is always better than a book” 

20: Swimming Meet — “The rising world of dark and deep waters” 

26: Exams — “So little done, so mueh to do” 

29: Cae and Kava suppers: “Still are the thoughts to memory dear” 

30: Mrs. MacGay’s Banquet — “When you come to the end of a perfect day” 
31: Singing Beach — “And I feel that I am happier than I know” 

30: Spelling Match — “For courage mounteth with the occasion” 

June : 

1 : Baccalaureate — “I see golden days, fruitful with golden deeds, 

With joy and love triumphing” 

2 : Senior Luncheon — “Thoughts may be over-poetieal for poetry” 

2 : Class Day — “Whoever you are to you endless announcements” 

2 : Commencement Play — “There is no substitute for hard work” 

3: Graduation — “If you have tears, prepare to shed them now” 


D. T. 


FIRST TEAM HOCKEY 


The day of the first team hockey game finally arrived after having been 
postponed many times because of the flu (Asiatic). November 20 was an icy-cold 
day. A few ’coon clad spectators had come prepared. 

Both Cae and Kava played well : Bets Candee was a star dribbler — an equal 
mateh for Kava’s Cynthia Crandell. Though Charlotte Marsh guarded the goal 
excellently, Kava had racked up a score of 3 to Cae’s 1 at the end of the first half. 
In the second half, Cae maneuvered the ball past fullbaek Lyn Rockwell (oh, her 
1-o-n-g drives) for 2 goals, while Kava also made two. The latter would have had 
three, but Cynthia Crandell told the referee that she had kicked the ball through the 
goal-posts, making it invalid. Though both teams were missing regular members, 
they played well — with the spirit and sportsmanship for which their clubs stand. 


Cae 

Manager: Sue Carroll 
Captain: Charlotte Marsh 
Team: Kitty Carter, Cookie Dusseault, 
Pam Foote, Joan Goodale, Bon- 
ney Herrmann, Charlotte Marsh, 
Barb Van Horne 

Subs: Diane Dubrule, Buttons Mae- 
Carthy, Judy Skae 


Kava 

Manager : Betsy Wagner 
Captain: Cynthia Crandell 
Team: Patsy Chalmers, Ellen Cook, 
Cynthia Crandell, Carolyn 
Curtin, Tory Estes, Gretchen 
Fowler, Nancy McGrath, Lyn 
Rockwell 

Subs: Toddy Maloney, Nancy O’Con- 
nell, Diana Purdy 


C. W. 


I 



Kava Club 






Cae Officers 

Left to Right : Van Horne, Goodale 


Kava Officers 
Left to Right : Cook, O’Connell 



Left to Right: Van Horne, Goodale, Carpenter, 
Herrmann, B., Capt., Marsh, Carroll 


Left to Right : Cook, Hanson, Robinson, L., 
Capt., Dayton, Blyth 



SECOND TEAM HOCKEY GAME 


On November 22nd the second team hockey game was finally played after 
many delays and postponements because of our “epidemic.” 

The day was cold, but the spirit was warm. Although there were few 
spectators, the cheering was loud and enthusiastic. 

Cae club, led by its captain, Kay Morrill, played a good game with a great 
deal of enthusiasm and good sportsmanship. Of special note was the goal work by 
Charlotte Marsh and Betsy Candee’s unique job of bullying. 

The Kavas played an outstanding game both offensively and defensively. 
Beryl Joiner as center forward fought hard to successfully make several goals. She 
was backed up by her teammates in several admirable plays. Martha Ferrini, playing 
fullback, was instrumental in preventing many of Cae’s attempts at scoring with her 
excellent defense of Kava’s goal. 

It was an exciting, well-played game and from beginning to end the score was 
very close. But in the last few minutes, Kava made a goal and went on to win the 
game by a final score of 8-9. 

Cae team — K. Morrill, captain, C. Marsh, D. Dubrule, S. McCarthy, M. Preston, 
E. Candee, B. Herrmann, J. Skae, N. Wolf. Subs, C. Migliore, S. Wil- 
son, K. Carter. 

Kava team — B. Joiner, M. Ferrini, S. Blyth, captain, D. Shearer, E. Cook, L. Page, 
K. Heiman, T. Maloney, M. Caley, T. Fisher, subs — D. Purdy. 

D.T. 


ASK FOR ME TOMORROW 

BY 

Joseph Hayes 

On Saturday evening, November twenty-third, the first play of the school 
year was given. Under the able direction of Mrs. Worsham, “ Ask For Me Tomor- 
row” was a delightful comedy about the troubles of newly graduated college girls. 
It provided the audience with a very entertaining evening. 


THE CHARACTERS 


Geraldine (Mac) MacMillan . ... . 

Joan Goodale 

Kay Adams ........ 

Nancy McGrath 

Ellen Collins ........ 

Susie Weller 

Ginny Stewart ........ 

Julie Vaughan 

Mrs. Harriet MacMillan ...... 

Wendy Elliott 

Dr. Laura Wilder ....... 

Barbara Washington 

Liz Williams ........ 

Suellen McCarthy 
M. P. 


ANDOVER DANCE AND CONCERT 


The Andover band arrived in full force Friday, December 7, for their joint 
concert and dance with Rogers Hall. This year something new was tried. The con- 
cert was presented after dinner instead of before. The band, under the direction of 
Mr. William Clift, gave an excellent performance based on a variety of types of 
pieces, such as Tschaikowsky’s “Themes from Italian Caprice,” Polla’s “Dancing 
Tambourine,” and Myers “Fiesta Calypso.” The R. H. glee club, under the direction 
of Miss LeButt, sang “Break Forth, O’ Beauteous Heav’nly Light” by Bach, “Let 
There Be Music” by Williams, plus Borodin’s “Polevetsian Dance from ‘Prince Igor’,” 
which was accompanied by the band. 

After the concert the boys all pitched in to help move aside the chairs. The 
addition of Ken Reeve’s dance band and softer lights transformed the Concert Hall 
into a Ballroom. During the intermission we were entertained by the Syncopated 
Eight and Andover’s Sour Grapes. The dance was a great success and it seemed 
like no time at all before the band played “Goodnight, Ladies.” But the end of the 
dance did not mean the end of Phillips Academy, for the next day Mrs. MacGay 
and Miss LeButt received beautiful flowers from the band, and letters began to flow 
in, post-marked Andover, Massachusetts. 

S. H. 


CHRISTMAS VESPERS 

On Sunday evening, December 16, the main classroom was the scene of a 
great event. The same room in which we had studied for weeks was suddenly trans- 
formed by candle light into something almost breath-taking. The cause of this 
transformation was Christmas Vespers, one of the foremost events of the school year 
at Rogers Hall. The Glee Club — dressed in white blouses and black skirts — was 
seated at the front of the room. Parents, friends, the faculty, and the remainder of 
the students filled the desks in the back of the classroom. 

Serena Blyth, the president of the Student Council, began the ceremony by 
reading a selection from the Bible. The Glee Club, under the direction of Miss Le- 
Butt, and the Octet sang an array of Christmas songs. Following this was a reading 
by Barbara Gifford and a selected group of original literary pieces by a few members 
of the student body. Finally the big moment arrived when Mrs. MacGay passed out 
the senior rings. About twenty-odd smiling seniors received these long-awaited-for 
objects — gold rings with the coat of arms of the Rogers family and bearing the in- 
scription “Nos Nostraque Deo” .... 

Christmas Vespers was then brought to a close with everyone singing “Joy to 
the World” — an appropriate carol that expressed the feelings of all at the time. 

J.A. V. 


CHRISTMAS FESTIVITIES 

BANQUET 

On Tuesday evening, December 17, the students of Rogers Hall proceeded 
into the dining room singing “Deck The Halls” for the traditional Christmas supper. 
Mrs. MacGay and her guests were seated at the long tabic at the far end of the 
room. Between courses of the delicious turkey dinner, the Glee Club, under the direc- 
tion of Miss Dorothy LeButt, provided entertainment by singing some of the favorite 
Yuletide carols. After the much-enjoyed meal, everyone went to the gym for the 
Christmas play . 



Splinters Board 


Left to Right , Row 1 : Carpenter, Benner, Pomar 

Row 2 : Copenhaver, Herrmann, B., Young, Wolf, N., Wittmann, Giffin, Estes, 
Herrmann, S. 

Row 3: Wright, Vaughan, Torrey, Shwartz 




Bear and Lion 


Left to Right , Row 1 : King, J., McCarthy, 
Wagner; Row 2: Wolf, L., Blyth, Page, Tor- 
rey; Row 3: Gifford, Carpenter, Goodale 


Left to Right , Row 1 : Dayton, McCarthy, 
Budd; Row 2: Miers, Smith, Torrey, Fisher; 
Row 3 : Dubrule, Vaughan, Cady, Gregory 



Junior Class 



Freshman-Sophomore Classes 
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PLAY 


When everyone was quietly and comfortably seated in the gymnasium, the 
curtain rose for the beginning of the annual Christmas play. The Dramatics Club, 
under the direction of Mrs. Dorothy Worsham, gave a superb performance of Ste- 
phen Vincent Benet’s “ A Child Is Born a story of the people in the inn where 
Joseph and Mary sought shelter. 

Background music was provided by Miss LeButt and nine carolers. 


Narrator 

The Innkeeper 

The Innkeeper’s Wife 

Leah 

Sarah 

A Soldier 

Joseph of Nazareth 
Dismas, a thief 
Voice of Prefect 
Officer’s Voices 
Shepherds’ Voices 
King’s Voice 


THE CAST: 

Joan Goodale 
Barbara Gifford 
Mary Louise Argyle 
Victoria Estes 
Barbara Smith 
Susannah Carroll 
Theresa Maloney 
Johannah Dusseault 
Josephine Pitt 

Nancy Fiske, Caroline Curtin, Elizabeth Candee 
Diane Shearer, Suzanne Busch, Joanne Copenhaver 

Louise Hart 


S. S. 


THE EXETER DANCE 

On January 18 Rogers Hall was, for the second time, anticipating a glee club 
dance — this time with Exeter. At about 5 : 00, in the midst of what everyone thought 
was a snow “flurry,” Exeter arrived. 

The two glee clubs then had a rehearsal in the gym for the concert to be 
given that night. After the rehearsal, everyone met their dates for the evening. 
Following the buffet supper, the girls went upstairs to freshen up a bit and discuss 
their dates with everyone else. By the time all had reached the gym and had shaken 
out their wet things (the “flurry” had turned into an almost full-fledged blizzard) 
the concert began. Both glee clubs did a creditable job, both individually and to- 
gether singing “La Belle Helene,” and as a result, the concert was a true success. 

The gym, which had been decorated earlier on the theme of “Around the 
World in 80 Days,” was the scene of laughter and dancing for the next three houis. 
During the course of the evening, the two octets sang a medley of songs. 1 he 
Exeter Octet made a valiant effort with only three members present to represent 
that musical organization . . . 

After a series of lengthy and generally sad good-byes, the boys left. It was 
snowing harder than ever as everyone returned to their own houses, tired but 
happy. . . . Thank you for a wonderful dance, Exeter! 


J A. V. 


VOLLEYBALL GAMES 


Managers : 

Diane Torrey — CAE 
Debbie Hanson — KAVA 


FIRST TEAM VOLLEYBALL GAMES 


Cae 

Betsie Candee — Captain 
Charlotte Marsh 
Barbara Van Horne 
Joan Goodale 
Pam Foote 
Cookie Dusseault 
Mariella Pomar 
Bonney Herrmann 
Kay King 

Substitutes'. 

Nancy Wolf 
Tibbie Gregory 


Kava 

Gretchen Fowler — Captain 
Nancy O’Connell 
Penny Bruckner 
Janet Dayton 
Ellen Cook 
Karen Heiman 
Diane Shearer 
Diana Purdy 

Cvnthia Crandell 

✓ 

Substitutes'. 

Martha Ferrini 
Teddy Fisher 


Obvious nervousness was shown by both teams, which were very evenly 
matched. The game was sparked by beautiful serves and spikes. There was good 
playing on both sides, shown by the score during the first half — a tie. 


The second half proved a fight till the end, although Cae’s nervousness seemed 
to increase with Nancy O’Connell’s continual spikes. Kava finally pulled through 
ahead with a close score of 35 — 32. 

M. P. 


SECOND TEAM VOLLEYBALL GAMES 


Cae 


Kava 


Sue Carroll — Captain 
Diane Dubrule 
Sue Busch 
Liz Lilly 
Patsy Cole 

Sue Ellen McCarthy 
Jo Pitt 
Kay Morrill 
Joy Schabacker 

Substitutes : 

Judy Skae 
Sue Stark 


Beryl Joiner — Captain 
Bets Copenhaver 
Nancy Fiske 
Holly Budd 
Patsy Chalmers 
Barbara Gifford 
Lucy Page 
Carolyn Curtin 

Substitutes'. 

Marianne Caley 
Serena Blyth 


There was tension on both sides as the whistle blew starting off the game. 
Kava took the lead, the score being in its favor during the first half. Nevertheless, 
during the second half, Cae seemed to calm down and proved its playing first-rate. 
The serving was outstanding, Joy Schabacker scoring ten points in a row. It was 
not surprising when the final score showed Cae way on top, 63 — 53. 


M. P. 


THE SAINT MARK’S DANCE 

On Saturday March 8, the Rogers Hall Glee Club journeyed to Southboro, 
Mass. The occasion? Why, the St. Mark’s dance, of course. Upon arrival — after 
commenting on the unusual architecture of the school — we walked through the iron 
gates and officially entered St. Mark’s school. 
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Hockey Team — Cae 

Left to Right , Row 1 : Candee, Herrmann, B., Marsh, Wolf, N., Goodale 

Row 2: Dusseault, Skae, Van Horne, King, K., Foote, Carter, Carroll 



Hockey Team — Kava 

Left to Right, Row 1 : Fisher, Curtin, Shearer, Hanson, Chalmers 

Row 2: Estes, O'Connell, Crandell, Joiner, Fowler, Rockwell, Wagner. 





Volleyball Team — Cae 

Left to Right , Row 1 : Goodale, Dusseault, Candee, Pomar, Marsh. 

Row 2: Gregory, Herrmann, B., King, K., Van Horne, Foote, Wolf, N., Torrey 



Volleyball Team — Kava 

Left to Right , Row 1 : Fisher, Ferrini, Fowler, O’Connell, Shearer 

Row 2 : Purdy, Heiman, Dayton, Bruckner, Cook, Hanson 



When we arrived at the auditorium, we had a short rehearsal with the boys 
for the concert to be held that night. We then were introduced to our dates for the 
evening,- who gave us a thorough tour of the school before we went on to supper. 

The concert was greatly appreciated by all — even the performers — so it must 
have been good! The dance began almost as soon as the applause for the concert 
ended. Many of us thought it was the best Glee Club dance of the school year. 
Whether we thought this or not, we will not easily forget our visit to St. Mark’s. 

J- A. V. 


FIRST TEAM BASKETBALL GAME 


On March 12 Cae and Kava once again competed for the basketball cham- 
pionship. Everyone — students and teachers alike — crowded into the gym at 2:30. 
Before long the starting whistle blew, and the game began. The spirit of all attend- 
ing was contagious and, as a result, the two teams were spurred on to do their best. 
Baskets were made in rapid succession. The tension was high. 

The game ended with Kava winning 28-18 ... We saw sportsmanship at its 
best — a credit to both clubs. 


Kava First Team 

Chalmers 

Cook 

Copenhaver 
Maloney 
O’Connell 
Shearer 
Fowler (S) 

Heiman (S) 


Cae First Team 

Dubrule 
Goodale 
B. Herrmann 
K. King 
Van Horne 
Wolf 

Dusseault (S) 

Foote (S) 

J. A. V. 


SECOND TEAM BASKETBALL GAME 

“One of the best played games I have seen in a long time!” This was the 
comment heard from everyone after the second team basktball game of 1958. 

The teams were very evenly matched, keeping everyone in suspense. Through- 
out the game Cae’s players showed good team-work, while Kava’s proved their all- 
round ability. Betsie Candee and Sue Carroll played outstandingly well for Cae, 
scoring seventeen and sixteen points respectively; for Kava, Beryi Joiner and Cynthia 
Crandell kept the score high. The guarding on both sides was excellent. The score 
was kept fairly even, no team getting very much ahead of the other. Nevertheless, 
during the last quarter Cae’s playing seemed to improve and they finally pulled 
through on top, 41-39. 

M. P. 


DRAMATICS CLUB 

On Tuesday evening, March 18, the last night before spring vacation, students, 
faculty and visiting parents were assembled in the gym for the presentation of two 
one-act plays by the Dramatics Club. 

The first to be performed, “The Happy Journey” by Thornton Wilder, was 
the very humorous skit of a family’s taking a trip, in one of the first Chevrolets, to 
visit their married daughter. 


THE CAST 


Stage Manager 
Ma Kirby 
Pa Kirby 
Caroline Kirby 
Arthur 
Beulah 


Penny Bruckner 
Bets Copenhaver 
Nancy McGrath 
Betsy Candee 
Jean Cady 
Janet Dayton 


Jean Cady played the role of Arthur so realistically that we, the audience, 
felt he was the personification of our own younger brothers. A fine bit of acting, Jean! 


The second play, “The Boor” by Anton Tchekoff, was the melodramatic story 
of a mourning Russian widow who found a new romance in the dashing young man 
who called to collect a debt owed him by her late husband. 


THE CAST 


Helena Ivanovna Popov .... Julie Vaughan 

Grigori Stepanovitch Smirnov . . . Susie Weller 

Anna ....... Wendy Elliott 

A gardener ....... Judy Skae 

A coachman ....... Sue Stark 


The elaborate bright red scenery created quite a contrast to the artificial 
melancholy mood with which the widow impressed everyone. 

S. S. 


FOUNDER’S DAY 

Founder’s Day this year was held on a Wednesday instead of the traditional 
Saturday. In spite of the rain, a large number of alumnae arrived for the festivities. 

After a lunch of lobster and chicken salad, the alumnae held their meeting 
in the school room. A medley of songs was presented for their enjoyment by the 
Rogers Hall Glee Club. 

The biggest event of the day was the water ballet, “Around the World in 80 
Days.” Five different synchronized swimming events were presented. To go along 
with the theme — Judy Skae danced the hula, and Toddy Maloney and Sarah Herr- 
mann danced the traditional dance of the American teenagers, the jitterbug. At the 
end all the swimmers combined for the grand finale. 

. . . Despite the rain, a day that will be remembered by all . . . 

J. A. V. 


CAE AND KAVA SWIMMING MEET 

On May fifteenth Cae and Kava had their annual swimming meet. Both 
teams made an excellent showing. We never realized we had so many mermaids 
among us! 

The team for Cae was Bobby Smith, Linda Wolf, Barby Van Horne, Betsy 
Candee, Cinnie Migliore, Judy Skae, Lynette Meiser, and Cookie Dusseault, who 
was their captain. The Cae manager was Estelle Heifetz. 

Lynette Meiser certainly proved her ability by winning the free style over 
Betsy Wagner. That shows that the freshmen can hold their own. Judy Skae, whom 
you will ail remember as the hula girl in the water ballet, showed that she could also 

swim. 
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Basketball Team — Cae 

Left to Right , Row 1 : Skae, Dusseault, Dubrule, Goodale 

Row 2: King, K. Van Horne, Wolfe, N., Marsh, Foote, Haass 


Basketball Team — Kava 

Left to Right , Row 1 : Shearer, Chalmers, Cook 

Row 2 : Copenhaver, Heiman, O’Connell, Fowler, Maloney, Curtin 




Softball — Cae 

Left to Right , Row 1 : Herrmann, B., Wolf, N., Foote, Van Horne, Marsh 

Row 2 : King, K., Carroll, Candee, Dusseault, Dubrule, Skae, Lathrop 



Softball — Kava 

Left to Right, Row 1 Crandell, Joiner, Curtin, Cook, Hanson 

Row 2 : Copenhaver, Caley, Maloney, Rockwell, Heiman, Estes 



The girls making up the Kava team were Marty Ferrini, Betsy Wagner, Diana 
Purdy, Tory Estes, Penny Bruckner, Betts Copenhaver, and their captain was Diane 
Shearer. The manager was Patsy Chalmers. 

Diana Purdy, who did the side stroke for Kava last year and perhaps the 
year before, came through again. I’m sure Kava will miss her nine points next 
year. Although Betsy lost in a close match to Lynette in the free style, she played a 
big part in winning the Medley. The other two girls who swam in the Medley were 
Penny, doing the back stroke, and Betts, doing the “butterfly.” 

Patsy found out that even the manager has to go in sometimes. Miss Olds 
wasn’t around to throw in this time! 

The final score was fifty-two to forty-seven in favor of Kava, but Cae certainly 
put up a good fight, and both teams gave us an exciting afternoon. 

T. F. 


FIRST TEAM SOFTBALL GAME 


Thursday, May 22, the first team softball game was played off between Cae 
and Kava. After two innings, Kava led 6-2. The score alternated for the next two 
innings with first one team and then the other on top. Near the close of the game, 
however, it became obvious that Kava had the definite advantage. The game ended 
with Kava winning 20-9. 


Cae First Team 


Kava First Team 


Candee 

Caley 

Carroll 

Copenhaver 

Dubrule 

Crandell 

Foote 

Curtin 

B. Herrmann 

Hanson 

K. King 

Heiman 

Marsh 

Joiner 

Van Horne 

Maloney 

N. Wolf 

Rockwell 

Dusseault (S) 

Skae (S) 

Cook (S) 


J- D 


SECOND TEAM SOFTBALL GAME 


May 21 was a beautiful day for the second team softball game. Spirits were 
high and both teams got off to a great start with the score 3-3 at the end of the first 
inning. The fourth inning proved to be very exciting, for the Kava team batted in 
four runs in succession. Both the fielding and hitting were quite good on the part of 
both teams. The final score was Kava 17; Cae 14. We thank Bill and Manuel for 
being our empires. 

Kava Cae 


Nancy O’Connell 
Diana Purdy 
Pasty Chalmers 
Gretchen Fowler 
Nancy Fiske 
Marty Ferrini 
Betsie Wagner 
Gail Stockwell 
Holly Budd, Sub. 


Betsy Candee 
Sue Wilson 
Joan Goodale 
Buttons McCarthy 
Wendy Carpenter 
Linda Wolf 
Joy Schabacker 
Kitty Carter 
Tibby Gregory 
Patsy Cole, Sub. 

Carol MacDonald, Sub. 


BACCALAUREATE 


The Baccalaureate Service for the Class of 1958 was held at All Souls Church 
on Sunday, June 1. Reverend Johnson gave an inspiring message dedicated to the 
graduating class, entitled “Springtime of Life.” 

After the service the seniors, their parents and faculty attended a “punch 
hour” in the vestry of the church. 


This was the perfect beginning of the Commencement period, an unforget- 
table service that all will remember. 


J. A. V. 


MUSICALE 

The Musicale was given on Sunday afternoon, June 1, and included selections 
sung by the Glee Club and pieces on the piano by Tory Estes, Serena Blyth, Barbara 
Cappi and Teddy Fisher. The entire program was directed by Miss LeButt. 

The Glee Club sang songs that ranged from “Alleluia” by Mozart to “A 
Wonderful Guy” by Rodgers. Solos were sung by Janet Dayton and Joanne Copen- 
haver. 


Tory Estes and Miss LeButt played “Intermezzo” by Provost, which was ar- 
ranged for two pianos. The other three girls and Miss LeButt gave an eight-handed 
arrangement of Rachmaninoff’s “Prelude in G Minor.” 

Following the concert sherbet was served in the dining room, bringing a close 
to a very warm but enjoyable afternoon. 

S. H. 


CLASS DAY 

Class Day on June 4 was, according to tradition, begun with the Senior lunch- 
eon. Following the reading of the senior verses and opening of joke gifts, Mrs. Mac- 
Gay gave an amusing informal speech. There was only one senior this year who was 
awarded the nosegay for being at R. H. four years: this was Diana Purdy, who inci- 
dentally had been here for four and a half years actaully, but not because of stupidity! 

Everyone then went into the classroom for Class Day Exercises. After the 
awarding of Club Awards — better luck next time, Cae — and individual prizes, the 
club officers were announced for next year, and the singing of club songs ended this 
part of the program. 

Then came the reading of the Class Prophecy, a parody of a well-known classic 
’Twas the night before . . . .” and the Will. These were greeted with delighted 
screams by some and amusement by all. 
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Swimming Team — Cae 

Left to Right , Row 1 : Van Horne, Skae ; Row 
2 : Smith, Dusseault, Candee ; Row 3 : Meiser, 
Wolf, L., Migliore, Heifetz 



Swimming Team — Kava 

Left to Right , Row 1 : Purdy, Wagner; Row 2: 
Bruckner, Shearer, Ferrini ; Row 3 : Copen- 
haver, Estes, Chalmers 
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Badminton Team — Cae 

Left to Right , Wolf, N, Migliore, Foote, Car- 
penter, Schabacker 



Tennis — Cae 

Left to Right: Skae, Morrill, Pitt, Carpenter, 

Foote 



Badminton Team — Kava 

Left to Right, Hart, Heiman, Dayton, Giffin, 
Shearer 



Tennis — Kava 

Left to Right: Crandell, Rockwell, Ferrini, Gif- 
fin, Shearer 
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AWARDS 


Club 

Cups 

Individual 

Awards 

Hockey 

Kava 

Badminton 

Pamela Foote 

Volleyball 

Kava 

Tennis Cup 

Pamela Foote 

Basketball 

Kava 

Posture Cup 

Linda Benner 

Swimming 

Kava 


Softball 

Kava 




R. H. Letters 

Given to those who have earned a total of fifty or more points. 
Points are given for athletic ability, good sportsmanship, 
posture, attitude and neatness, as well as positions on teams. 

Cae Kava 


Elizabeth Candee 

Patricia Chalmers 

Susannah Carroll 

Ellen Cook 

Johannah Dusseault 

Joanne Copenhaver 

Diane Dubrule 

Caroline Curtin 

Pamela Foote 

Martha Ferrini 

Joan Goodale 

Deborah Hanson 

Bonney Herrmann 

Karen Heiman 

Katherine King 

Theresa Moloney 

Charlotte Marsh 

Nancy O’Connell 

Barbara Van Horne 

Diane Shearer 

Nancy Wolf 


Neatness Awards 

Hall 

Nancy O’Connell 


Diana Purdy 

House 

Caroline Curtin 


Gail Stockwell 

Shedd 

Katherine King 

PRESIDENTS AND VICE 

PRESIDENTS FOR NEXT YEAR 

Cae 

Kava 

President — Pamela Foote 

President — Caroline Curtin 

Vice President — Catherine Morrill 

Vice President — Cynthia Crandell 


J A. V. 


THE COMMENCEMENT PLAY 

On the warm but rainy evening of June 2, the Commencement Play, the 
last play of the year, was presented by the members of the Dramatics Club and a 
chosen few from the school body. 

The play, “The Lute Song,” by Kae-Tong-Kia, was the story of a young lute 
player who left his home in time of famine to seek aid for his starving wife and 
parents. Instead he was ordered to become the husband of the Princess of China. 
After many hardships, the lute player was reunited with his first wife, and chose 
her over the Princess and her kingdom. 

The intricate Chinese background scenery was magnificent and immediately 
created the Oriental atmosphere so necessary to the setting of the play^ 

With the performers displaying their exceptional acting ability, the dramatic 
year came to a very successful close. 
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CAST 


The Manager 

The Honorable Tschang 

Julie Vaughan 

Tsai-Yong 

Susan Weller 

Tsai 

Barbara Gifford 

Madame Tsai 

Joanne Copenhaver 

Tchao-on-Niang 

Joan Goodale 

Prince Nieou 

Wendy Elliott 

Princess Nieou-Chi 

Ellen Cook 

Si-Tehun 

Joy Schabacker 

Governess 

Anne Dennler 

Li-Wang 

Linda Wolf 

Youen Kong 

Johannah Dusseault 

Marriage Broker 

Theodora Fisher 

Imperial Chamberlain 

Susannah Carroll 

Holy Woman 

Serena Byth 

Messenger 

Susan Wilson 

Gardner 

Theresa Maloney 

Beggar Woman 

Deborah Hanson 

Secretary 

Sarah Herrmann 

Attendant to Tsai-Yong 

Lucy Page 

Attendant to Princess 

Margaret Wells 

Temple Priest 

Diana Purdy 

A Bonze 

Charlotte Marsh 

Two Priests 

Katherine Carter, Sandra Mandeville 

Two Beggars 

. . . . Estelle Heifetz, Elizabeth Lilley 

Merchant 

Barbara Smith 

Merchant’s Wife 

Janet Dayton 

Two Guards 

Diane Bruckner, Susan Stark 

Two Property Men 

Jean Cady, Nancy McGrath 

Dancing Girl 

Cecelia Wittmann 


Technical Staff 

Director 

Mrs. Dorothy Ann Miller Worsham 

Scenery 

Mrs. Katherine Weller 

Carol Lord, Jane Miers, Wendy Wilkinson 

Properties 

Deborah Giffin 

Stage Manager 

Barbara Van Horne 

Sound 

Cecelia Wittmann 

Makeup . Patricia Haass, Cynthia Migliore, Josephine Pitt, Carolyn Young 


s. s. 


COMMENCEMENT 

Commencement Exercises were held for the Class of 1958 on a beautiful 
sunny day in the gymnasium. 

Following the familiar “Pomp and Circumstance,” the address was given by 
Reverend A. Graham Baldwin of Phillips Andover Academy, whose imaginative 
references to the inscriptions on a half-dollar gave us much food for thought. Judge 
Leggat, for the Trustees, then awarded diplomas to the class. 

Betsie Wagner, president of the class, then presented the class gift to Mrs. 
MacGay, who, after having gratefully accepted this, added a few words wishing 
the girls courage in search for success in the future. Next came the awarding of 
academic and extracurricular prizes, always an exciting moment for all. 

The ceremony closed with the singing of the school song and the benediction. 

After the exercises a delicious buffet luncheon was served in the dining room 

for students, parents and guests. 





The Boor, The Happy Journey and a Child Is Born 
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Scene from The Lute Song 




AWARDS AND HONORS 


The Underhill Honor — College Preparatory (85%) 

Cecelia Wittmann 

Parsons Award (80%) — General Course 

Charlotte Marsh 


Honor Roll — Average 85% or above 


Mary Louise Argyle 
Jean Cady 
Elizabeth Candee 
Diane Dubrule 
Theodora Fisher 


Nancy Fiske 
Deborah Giffin 
Carol Lord 
Charlotte Marsh 
Jane Miers 


Pamela Murray 
Sarah Robinson 
Susan Shwartz 
Julie Vaughan 
Cecelia Wittmann 


Helen Hill Award — Serena Blyth 
Honorable Mention 

Ellen Cook Sarah Herrmann 


Athletic Cup — Barbara Van Horne 
Art Prize — Deborah Giffin 


Dramatics — Wendy Elliott 


Joan Goodale 

Honorable Mention 

Susan Weller 

Barbara Gifford 

Julie, Vaughan 

Ellen Cook 

Barbara Van Horne 

Theodora Fisher 

Joanne Copenhaver 

Bible — Jane Miers 

Honorable Mention 

Charlotte Marsh 

Cecelia Wittmann 


Music Appreciation — Joan Goodale 

Mary Louise Argyle 

Honorable Mention 

Wendy Elliott 

Charlotte Marsh 

Susannah Carroll 

Barbara Gifford 

Diana Purdy 

Current Events 

Class — Deborah Giffin 

Assembly — Nancy Fiske 


Honorable Mention 



Jean Cady Deborah Hanson Charlotte Marsh Cecelia Wittmann 


Splinters 

Poetry, 1st Prize — Susannah Carroll 


2nd Prize — Diane Dubrule 
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ADDRESSES AND BIRTHDAYS 


SENIORS 

Serena Blyth, Meadow Lane, Old Greenwich, Connecticut, January 14. 

Wendy Carpenter, 145 Phillips Avenue, Swampscott, Massachusetts, October 25. 
Susannah Carroll, 809 Forest Road, New Haven, Connecticut, December 28. 
Patricia Chalmers, 311 Grosse Pointe Boulevard, 

Grosse Pointe Farms 36, Michigan, July 6. 

Ellen Cook, Vegagasse 11, Vienna, Austria, September 3. 

Victoria Estes, 704 West Main Street, Dundee, Illinois, August 11. 

Gretchen Fowler, Governor’s Island, Laconia, New Hampshire, May 23. 

Deborah Giffin, 136 Elm Street, Keene, New Hampshire, August 3. 

Joan Goodale, 385 Parker Street, Lowell, Massachusetts, November 21. 

Patricia Haass, Farm Crest Farms, Northville, Michigan, August 28. 

Deborah Hanson, 3 Old Brook Drive, Worcester, Massachusetts, October 24. 
Estelle Heifetz, 59 Bartlet Street, Andover, Massachusetts, April 26. 

Bonney Herrmann, 1440 South Shore Drive, Erie, Pennsylvania, November 5. 
Sarah Herrmann, 1020 Post Road, Scarsdale, New York, May 24. 

Katherine King, 144 Pleasant Street, Laconia, New Hampshire, February 19. 
Charlotte Marsh, 965 Esplanade, Pelham Manor, New York, June 9. 

Cynthia Migliore, 1 Sherwood Road, Melrose, Massachusetts, November 12. 
Nancy O’Connell, Eastern Point, Gloucester, Massachusetts, May 4. 

Josephine Pitt, Bullard Road, Weston, Massachusetts, June 6. 

Mariella Pomar, Nicolas de Rivera #336, San Isidro, Lima, Peru, March 28. 

Diana Purdy, Atlantic Avenue, Rockport, Massachusetts, October 6. 

Carolyn Reynolds, 1346 Union Street, Schenectady, New York, June 9. 

Lynne Robinson, 31 Washington Parkway, Lowell, Massachusetts, February 6. 
Diane Shearer, 290 Liberty Street, Newburgh, New York, November 22. 

Barbara Van Horne, 11 Richbell Road, Scarsdale, New York, March 8. 

Betsie Wagner, Balmville Road, Newburgh, New York, March 28. 

Cecelia Wittmann, 26 Pourtales Road, Colorado Springs, Colorado, November 25. 
Nancy Wolf, 14 Russell Road, Dedham, Massachusetts, February 15. 

Carolyn Young, 178 Boulevard, Mountain Lakes, New Jersey, November 22. 


JUNIORS 

Linda Benner, 126 West Bluff Road, Streater, Illinois, January 26. 

Holly Budd, 108 Lydale Place, Meriden, Connecticut, November 27. 

Marianne Caley, 265 Mountain Road, West Hartford, Connecticut, May 26. 
Elizabeth Candee, Buck Road, Greenville, Delaware, October 19. 

Patricia Cole, Hildreth Street, Wcstford, Massachusetts, December 18. 

Joanne Copenhaver, Main Street, North Woodstock, New Hampshire, October 4. 
Cynthia Crandell, 5 Occom Ridge, Hanover, New Hampshire, February 6. 
Carolyn Curtin, Supplee Road, R. D. #2, Lansdale, Pennsylvania, January 9. 
Janet Dayton, 1905 Steere Place, Ann Arbor, Michigan, May 1. 

Nancy Fiske, 9 Billerica Road, Chelmsford, Massachusetts, August 21. 

Pamela Foote, Close Road, Greenwich, Connecticut, April 10. 

Barbara Gifford, 344 Walnut Street, Manchester, New Hampshire, December 16. 
Beryl Joiner, Rip Road, Hanover, New Hampshire, February 25. 

Janet King, 37 Saltonstall Road, Haverhill, Massachusetts, February 23. 

Sandra Lathrop, P. O. Box #58, Windham, Connecticut, February 23. 

Carol Lord, 49 Daniels Street, Lowell, Massachusetts, June 19. 

Carol Macdonald, 805 Dedham Street, Wrentham, Massachusetts, December 24. 
Suellen McCarthy, 53 Lincoln Street, Hingham, Massachusetts, September 8. 
Nancy McGrath, 2 Plymouth Road, Summit, New Jersey, May 20. 


Catherine Morrill, Cumberland Foreside, Portland, Maine, August 11. 

Sarah Robinson, 166 Salem Street, North Andover, Massachusetts, September 17. 
Susan Shwartz, 278 Foster Street, Lowell, Massachusetts, June 11. 

Edna Studley, 11 Kress Street, Lawrence, Massachusetts, August 30. 

Diane Torrey, 28 South Main Street, Topsfield, Massachusetts, November 23. 
Julie Vaughan, 9 Leewood Road, Wellesley, Massachusetts, June 9. 

Marjorieann Wright, 722 East Merrimack Street, Lowell, Massachusetts, July 31. 

SOPHOMORES 

Mary Argyle, 7 Messer Avenue, Methuen, Massachusetts, July 28. 

Diane Bruckner, 810 Taft Road, Hinsdale, Illinois, October 1. 

Suzanne Busch, 160 South San Rafael Avenue, Pasadena, California, July 1. 
Barbara Cappi, 432 Pleasant Street, Dracut, Massachusetts, December 26. 
Katherine Carter, 20 Westwood Road, Shrewsbury, Massachusetts, October 29. 
Anne Dennler, 3160 Bronson Road, Fairfield, Connecticut, November 22. 

Sheila Donoghue, R. F. D. #2, Rochester, Minnesota, November 8. 

Diane Dubrule, 37 Westland Street, Methuen, Massachusetts, May 14. 

Wendy Elliott, 1000 Esplande, Pelham Manor, New York, July 14. 

Theodora Fisher, North Street, Greenwich, Connecticut, September 17. 

Ann Flynn, 304 South 3rd Avenue, Lebanon, Pennsylvania, September 16. 

Mary Gregory, 81 Gilbert Road, Ho-Ho-Kus, New Jersey, January 16. 

Louise Hart, 318 Andover Street, Lawrence, Massachusetts, December 24. 

Karen Heiman, 79-2 Park Avenue, Worcester, Massachusetts, September 20. 
Shalagh Laverty, 946 Middlesex Street, Lowell, Massachusetts, March 9. 

Jane Miers, 69 West Shore Road, Windham, New Hampshire, June 4. 

Pamela Murray, 61 Dawes Avenue, Pittsfield, Massachusetts, November 28. 

Lucy Page, 7 La Grange Street, Winchester, Massachusetts, February 7. 

Mary Preston, P. O. Box #54, Rowayton, Connecticut, June 30. 

Barbara Schabacker, 5245 Wolf Road, Erie, Pennsylvania, November 10. 

Judith Skae, 217 Lakeshore Road, Grosse Pointe 36, Michigan, June 6. 

Barbara Smith, 90 A Main Street, Concord, Massachusetts, September 25. 

Susan Stark, South Bedford Road, Mount Kisco, New York, September 12. 

Gail Stockwell, 192 Lothrop Road, Grosse Pointe Farms 36, Michigan, April 15. 
Wendy Wilkinson, 58 Osgood Street, North Andover, Massachusetts, March 28. 

FRESHMEN 

Cookie Dusseault, 10 Hornbeam Hill, Chelmsford, Massachusetts, October 3. 
Martha Ferrini, 72 Dartmouth Road, Longmeadow, Massachusetts, October 1. 
Elizabeth Fiske, 9 Billerica Road, Chelmsford, Massachusetts, June 7. 

Elizabeth Lilley, 7 Lowell Avenue, Westfield, Massachusetts, October 25. 

Theresa Maloney, P. O. Box #417, Mahwah, New Jersey, September 26. 

Sandra Mandeville, 60 Sutton Place S., Apartment 7 J North, 

New York, New York, October 10. 

Lynette Meiser, 2324 South Shore Drive, Erie, Pennsylvania, February 2. 

Carolyn Rockwell, 370 Summer Street, North Andover, Massachusetts, May 18. 
Barbara Washington, 235 Sycamore Terrace, Stamford, Connecticut, January 12. 
Susan Weller, Gay Head, Massachusetts, October 30. 

Margaret Wells, 58 Shore Drive, Laconia, New Hampshire, March 5. 

Susan Wilson, 1270 Andover Street, Tewksbury, Massachusetts, June 20. 

Linda Wolf, 14 Russell Road, Dedham, Massachusetts, August 31. 


umnae _l> ews 


Engagements 

Mary Duane to Mr. Russell Flandreau Applegate of Kennett Square, Penn- 
sylvania. Mr. Applegate was graduated from Lawrenceville School and Washington 
and Lee University. He served as a lieutenant in the United States Marine Corps. 
A fall wedding is planned. 

Elizabeth Everett to Mr. Charles Finning Keeley of Claremont, New Hamp- 
shire. Mr. Keeley is a graduate of the College of the Holy Cross and the Law School 
of the University of Michigan. 


Marriages 

March 30, 1958 — Elaine Leary to Mr. Harry Norman Tobler in Lowell, 
Massachusetts. Ellen Watson was Elaine’s maid of honor. Mr. and Mrs. Tobler are 
at home at 300 Woodstock Avenue in Putnam, Connecticut. 

April 19, 1958 — Jean Mcllwraith to Mr. Michael McCally in New Castle, 
Pennsylvania. 

April 20, 1958 — Demetra Tikellis to Mr. James Demitri Apostelou in Haver- 
hill, Massachusetts. 

May 24, 1958 — Rosamond Wile to Mr. Emerson Kennard Fletcher in Lowell, 
Massachusetts. Julia Hutson served as maid of honor and Barbara Ann Morse was 
a bridesmaid. Mr. and Mrs. Fletcher are living in Westford, Massachusetts. 

June 1, 1958 — Anne Wellesley Howes to Mr. Hubert Dexine Sprinkle in Lan- 
caster, South Carolina. After the first of July, Mr. and Mrs. Sprinkle will be at home 
at 2640 South Peachtree Street, Winston-Salem, North Carolina. 

June 7, 1958 — Judith Kirby to Mr. Bernhard Paul Bock in Montreal, Pro- 
vince of Quebec, Canada. 

June 7, 1958 — Mary Leone to Mr. J. Paul Lyons in Lawrence, Massachusetts. 
Carol Ganem was one of Mary’s bridesmaids. Mr. Lyons is a graduate of The New- 
man Preparatory School and received his bachelor of law degree from Suffolk Uni- 
versity Law School and Boston University. Having returned from a wedding trip to 
Puerto Rico and the Virgin Islands, Mr. and Mrs. Lyons are temporarily living in an 
apartment on Commonwealth Avenue in Boston. Eventually they will make their 
home in Milton, Massachusets. 

June 12, 1958 — Sarah Fisher to Mr. John Howard Bennett in Greenwich, 

Connecticut. 

June 22, 1958 — Cecelia Smith to Mr. Richard Joseph Bartick in Indianapolis, 

Indiana. 

June 28, 1958 — Edwina Duane to Mr. Richard Owings Elder in Kennett 
Square, Pennsylvania. 


June 29, 1958 — Lois Zelickman to Mr. Robert L. Oppenheim in Brookline, 
Massachusetts. Following their wedding, Mr. and Mrs. Oppenheim left on a motor 
trip, driving across the country to Los Angeles, California, where they will make their 
home. 


July 5, 1958 — Charlotte Atwood to Mr. James Francis Weaver in Manchester- 
By-the-Sea, Massachusetts. 

August 6, 1958 — Deborah Rand to Mr. Thomas Charles Cochran, Jr., in 
Centerville, Massachusetts. 

August 16, 1958 — Patricia Keegan to Mr. Nicholas John Frederick Neve in 
London, England. 


Births 

A son to Mr. and Mrs. Albert I. Alexander (Mary Lynch) in Lawrence, 
Massachusetts, on May 14, 1958. 


Deaths 

Olive Johnson Russell in Waltham, Massachusetts. 

General 

Dorothy Fowler Miller is having an interesting experience as she is living in 
Hawaii. Her husband, Dr. Edward S. Miller, is assigned to the Hickam Dental serv- 
ice as an orthodontist. He is a Captain in the United States Air Force. The Millers’ 
address is 99-666 Halau Drive, Halaua Heights, Oahu, Territory of Hawaii. They 
have a daughter, Kimberly, who is a year old. 

Priscilla Babson has been elected Vice President of the Athletic Association 
at Elmira College for the coming year. 

A letter from Charlotte McDowell Burlington tells us that “it looks as though 
the Burlingtons are finally settled.” Before Christmas they bought a two hundred year 
old stone farmhouse in QuakertQwn, Pennsylvania. It is complete with outbuildings 
on three acres of land. To complete the picture, they have a German shepherd dog 
the size of a small pony. Charlotte writes that her three boys, who attend Swain 
Country Day School in Allentown, just adore living on a farm. The Burlingtons’ 
address is R. D. #1, Old Bethlehem Pike, Quakertown, Pennsylvania. 

Janet Gould has also written to Mrs. MacGay recently. Until her mother’s 
death three years ago, Janet lived at home with her. She wrote that she has time for 
organized charities, Little Theatres, and other creative things. Janet still lives in 
Riverside, Illinois, at 310 North Delaplainc Road. 

More news from Elmira College! Anne Rolfe, who was President of her 
Freshman Class, has now been elected President of the Junior Class for next year. 

During the “work period” this winter, Julie Eiseman, who was a Freshman 
at Bennington College, worked at Television Channel #5 in Boston. Julie was here 
for Founder’s Day and she told us that she hopes to work there again this summer 
unless she decides to go to summer school. 

Just before Commencement, Lucy Meyer visited school. Lucy is now at The 
Garland School and loves being in Boston. She told us that Rita Lamontagne expect- 
ed to visit her in Hinsdale, Illinois, as soon as the summer vacation should begin for 
both of them. 


Another letter has brought us news of Elizabeth Ann Edge Carter and others. 
Ann and her husband, Harry, live at 3612 O Street, N. W., Washington, D. C. Harry 
is now with the United States Information Agency as Deputy General Counsel and 
Ann says that he likes his work enormously. The Carters have a son, “Nick,” who 
is about eight months old as this goes to press. Ann has joined the Drama Guild of 
her church as an additional interest besides keeping house and being a wife and 
mother. She has seen both Peter Baron Wilson and Cynthia Kellogg Skipp recently 
and reports that they are well and as happy as she in their marriages and children. 
Unfortunately Peter, who lives in White Plains, New York, is too far away for Ann 
to see her often, but as Cynthia’s husband, Warren, is now rector of a church in 
Baltimore, Maryland, the chances of the Skipps and the Carters spending some time 
together are more favorable. 

This year Rogers Hall alumnae were graduated from a goodly number of 
major and junior colleges. Shirley Jo Arn received a degree from Duke University. 
Sara Lea Callaway was graduated from Hood College, where, as President of the 
Cooperative Government Association, she has been a most important member of the 
student body, winning the admiration of the faculty as well as that of the girls. Sara 
Lea will teach in Tennessee in the field of history and political science while her 
fiance is completing his work at the University of Tennessee. Karlyn Herrhammer 
received a degree in physical education from Skidmore College. Three Rogers Hall 
alumnae were in the graduating class at Smith College: Pam Hollingworth, Sally 
Ringling, and Cornelia, better known as “Posh,” Thompson. We are not sure what 
Pam and “Posh” plan to do next, but Sally will spend a year in Italy. We are proud 
to announce that Sally wrote an article on art this year that was so superior that the 
college wished to have it bound and put in the Smith library. Elaine Leary Tobler 
returned to the University of Connecticut after her marriage in order to graduate 
with the Class of 1958. 

Alumnae who graduated from junior colleges include Penny Allen- and Judy 
Kochs from Briarcliff. Penny plans to go on to a four year college. At this point, 
however, we do not know which one it will be. Diane Collins was graduated from 
Lasell, Louise Hanson from Pine Manor, and Jane Jefferson from Bennett. Gail 
Rockwell, who has completed her course at Stephens, will transfer to a university, but 
we are uncertain of her definite plans. She will spend this summer in Holland, 
living with a Dutch family. It should prove to be a most interesting experience. 
Nola Sundin was graduated from Becker Junior College. We were very happy to 
have Louise Hanson here on Founder’s Day. Louise plans to attend The Boston Con- 
servatory of Music next fall. She will live in an apartment in Boston. 

Another recent visitor was Lyn Abbott, who stopped in at school before Roz 
Wile Fletcher’s wedding. We were thrilled to hear of Lyn’s plans for the summer as 
she is to have an extended trip through Europe with her Wheaton roommate. The 
World’s Fair in Brussels and the Salzburg Music Festival will be two of the high 
points of their trip. It all sounded most exciting to us. Next year Lyn is leaving 
Wheaton to further her study of the piano in Philadelphia. 

Since school has closed for the summer, we have had two more alumnae visit- 
ors. Dorothy Beeler Long and her husband stopped briefly on their way home to 
Scarsdale, New York, from a vacation trip through New England. Natalie Gardner 
Coburn made a longer visit and we were very happy to welcome her, not only as an 
alumna, but also a former member of the school staff. 
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Our Best Wishes to the Class 

of 

1958 
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EDITORIAL 

TO DEFEND AND SUPPORT 

In the world of today not only teenagers, but many adults as well, 
could learn to be more aware of their responsibilities. Not necessarily the 
responsibilities to themselves, their families, or even their community, but 
the support they owe to ouf country. 

It is not possible for each person to play a prominent part in the sup- 
port of his country but we feel that all people could do a great deal by 
giving, if nothing else, verbal proof of their loyalty to the United States. 

The United States is in a precarious position with its foreign and do- 
mestic problems and too many people are too quick to tear down the U. S. 
with over-critical and derogatory remarks. At times when the United 
States is enjoying a secure, unchallenged position in the world, there is 
seldom a person who will say anj'tliing but good about our country. When, 
however, a storm starts brewing, the clouds of doubt and hesitation which 
creep to the horizon of many minds become verbal abuses against the 
United States, the President and his policy. It is in times such as now, 
when faced with the Berlin crisis and the nuclear arms race with Russia, 
that the U. S. needs the heartfelt support and, if nothing else, the faith of 
its people. 

Would people only stop to think, while criticizing, that they are re- 
sponsible for the men in office today, that at one time they must have had 
faith in the ability and wisdom of the men whom they placed at the head 
of the government, perhaps they would find loyalty enough to show their 
faith and trust by supporting instead of deprecating. 

A person facing and accepting the responsibilities which he has to his 
country will become a defender and supporter, playing an important role 
in maintaining or furthering the status of the United States of America in 
the world of today and the future. 
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DEATH-MARCH 

40,000 were gathered 

And marched to a plot 

40,000 were gathered 

To be tortured and shot. 

In the air hovered death 

And the sky turned to gray 

40,000 lost faith 

On this cheerless day. 

They were all young and bold 
As they walked to the wall 
For they knew that the bravest 
Soon had to fall. 

Gone was the faith 

Gone was the fear 
Gone were the dreams 

As the hour drew near. 

Death seemed so sweet 
It even seemed gay 

40,000 found death 

On this cheerless day. 


Karen Thiele^ ’60 


TINA 


The wind blew the snow around her ankles as she hurried on through 
the night. It had been a long, hard day and her legs ached with every step 
she took. 

She thought back to the little faces looking up at her, their eyes big 
and afraid. Why did those so young have to know the hard and some- 
times merciless world so soon. 

Joan had been working at the Children’s Mental Hospital for six 
months and every night she went home with that same thought. She 
wanted to help them yet sometimes there seemed that there was nothing 
she could do. 

Tonight her feeling of depression was much worse and she knew the 
reason. 

Her thoughts wandered hack to the hospital. 

“Miss Nelson,” she heard her name being called over the address 
system, “please report to Doctor Phillips immediately.” 

Joan hurried down the spacious white corridor and through the re- 
volving doors into the office building. 

That was how her day began. Joan didn’t think anything of her call 
that morning because whenever a new case came in Doctor Phillips usually 
called Joan to take the child to his or her room. 

“Yes, Doctor Phillips,” Joan said as she walked into his office. The 
doctor was working and he looked up when Joan spoke. 


Doctor Phillips said nothing but only motioned with his head to one 
corner of the room. Joan turned around and looked. She was not surpris- 
ed to see a dark-haired little girl of about four with her head hung down, 
sitting quietly in the corner. 

It was peculiar that Doctor Phillips had not said anything about the 
child but she walked over to the corner, knelt down in front of the little 
stranger and spoke gently to her. The little girl raised her head. Her big, 
brown eyes, staring blankly into space, did not have the look of fear as 
did those of most of the insane children, although her little hands shook 
with fright. 

Joan turned and looked questioningly at the doctor. He looked down 
and still staring at his pencil, said softly, “She’s blind.” 

Joan felt a strange pang in her stomach as she remembered his words. 
She wrapped her coat more tightly about her as she stood on the corner 
to wait for the light. The light changed and she hurried across thinking 
now of how warm her little apartment would feel. 

She finally reached home and before she even took off her coat she 
sank into her favorite chair and let the warmth and quietness sink into her. 
Reluctantly she let her thoughts turn to the little girl she had left lying in 
the big white hospital bed staring at the ceiling. Her little hand had stopped 
shaking when Joan had taken it to lead her to her room. 

Joan was talking quietly but gayly to the little girl as they walked 
down the corridor. The child only stared straight ahead apparently not 
caring where she was going or who was taking her. 

“Here we are,” said Joan as she led Tina into the big, clean room. 

Joan leaned down, picked her up and placed her on the bed, pausing 
a few moments to look into the non-seeing eyes of the child. 

Tina did not put up any objection when Joan said that she was going 
to give her something nice which would let her go to sleep to dream of 
wonderful things. 

All day long as she had worked with the other children Joan could 
not help thinking of the little girl and every time she got the chance she 
would go to look in on the sleeping child. 

Joan reached over and shut off her alarm clock. She lay there in 
bed a few minutes thinking of the day ahead of her. “Oh yes, Tina,” she 
thought as she swung her legs over the bed and proceeded to get dressed. 

Joan checked in at the hospital around 8:30 and immediately went 
to see Tina. She unlocked Tina’s door and w'ent in seeing first by looking 
through the glass window in the door that Tina was still sleeping. Joan 
leaned over and put her hand on the child’s forehead. Tina’s long, dark 
eyelashes fluttered open and although her eyes held no sign of feeling the 
little body tightened up and she clutched the side of the bed. Joan spoke 
and under the gentle touch of her hands she felt Tina’s body relax. 


This was the first of many mornings Joan went in to wake Tina. Her 
love for the little girl grew until finally she could hardly bare to look into 
Tina’s expressionless eyes. Joan’s love and pity were so deep that one day 
she asked Doctor Phillips if she could talk to him. 

“I know how you feel Joan,” Doctor Phillips said, “but I don’t know 
what I can say to you.” 

“But she hasn’t even smiled, Doctor; not once has she said a word,” 
Joan replied, her eyes filling with tears. 

“I think it would be best if you had a vacation, Joan,” suggested Doc- 
tor Phillips, “it would take your mind off Tina and maybe she will have 
improved when you come back.” 

Taking Doctor Phillips’ advice Joan went on a vacation. Hardly a 
day passed as she was lying on the sun-drenched beach that she didn’t 
think of Tina. 

Finally her vacation was over and she was back in her apartment 
thinking about whether or not she could stand walking into the room and 
waiting in vain for some sign of recognition from the little girl she had 
grown to love so much. 

Before she went to Tina’s room Joan went to see Doctor Phillips. 

“I’m sorry, Joan, but we haven’t made any progress and being honest 
with you, Tina is much worse. She won’t eat and will not sleep without 
sedatives.” 

Joan hesitated, her hand shook as she placed it on the door knob. She 
opened the door softly. Tina was awake and staring at the ceiling. As 
Joan walked across the room she thought the child was listening but she 
couldn’t be sure. 

“Hello, Tina,” she said hesitantly. 

Slowly the child’s face broke into a smile. 

“I thought you had left me,” she said. 

Joan sank down beside Tina and gathered the child in her arms. Tears 
of happiness streamed down her cheeks as the little arms tightened 
around her neck. 


Marilyn Cosman, ’59 


OH WORLD 


Hurrying steps on the pavement 
Secure ladies in dress shops 
Busy men with umbrellas 
Hopeful faces of fruit vendors 
And the cars whiz by — 

Eyes straight ahead — faces with a purpose 
Dodging, pushing — can’t be late 
Relishing windows, sweeping sidewalks 
Rush and work — money and success 
And the children laugh — 

Horns honking, brakes screeching 
Old women crossing street 
Vagrants in doorways — eyes alert 
Impatient men, radios blaring 
And destruction so near. 


Julie Vaughan, 59 



THE AVENUE 

Time marches on and takes with it monuments of eras once loved 
and cherished. How often do we find ourselves referring to the “good 
old days” and the memory of a shaded lane, a familiar face, or a first love. 
Some such memories survive the trials of the troubled years but most, 
sooner or later, succumb to make room for tbe new. 

There is one place I can recall that was a city’s showcase. East Ave- 
nue in Rochester, New York. It was on this elm-canopied street that 
George Eastman and many other old families of the city had built lovely 
ivy-covered homes interwoven with St. Paul’s and other stately churches, 
the headstones of a peace that had prevailed on the avenue. 

East Avenue represented what the thriving metropolis of Rochester, 
although busy and progressive, wanted to show it still possessed — beauty 
and dignity. But a drive down that avenue today reveals lots standing 
empty in mockery of the homes that once stood there. Neglect? No. 
Progress? Who can say, hut there will he other East Avenues to take its 
place. 


Jean Lindsay, ’60 


FACET OF LIFE 


In life exists no true serenity. 

But in a dew-clothed field, you say. 

Where cool breeze and uninvited bird disturb. 
In life exists no true serenity. 

Serenity is death. 


Diane Dubrule, ’60 


SMOKE 

Smoke billows from a lonely stack — 
Rushes out with great vigor — 
Deviates, wavers in the winds, 
Mollifying winds — yet harsh. 

Vitality broken, billows disperse. 
Smoke looms over the city still. 

But with the advent of darkness, 
Away it creeps — away, away, away — 


Diane Dubrule, ’60 


BIOLOGY 


Being a veteran of Latin, ancient history and geometry, I feel well 
qualified to discuss the subject of biology, the horror of every Junior or 
Senior who comes within its grasp. The only thing worse than biology 
is chemistry, biology’s friend and cohort, which, I am sure, everyone who 
has come in contact with would like to turn the tables on and make Mr. 
Testubes and Chemicals explode into thin air. 

The most discouraging part of the whole deal is the book. There, 
leering at you from his position on the cover, is a giant turtle with a tad- 
pole locked in his jaws. And the more you look at Mr. T., the more you 
realize that you are the one that is feeling the wrath of his bicuspids. 

If you make the fatal mistake of opening the book, you are sunk, for 
you will be haunted by everything from Anthropoids to Zygaspores. You 
think you are in for an easy time when, in the first two or three chapters, 
you see the little bunnies and chipmunks. But soon you see the skunk 
and then the snake, and finally into the microscopic world of amebas and 
parameciums. 

Before a month is up you find out bacteria and algae are used in ice 
cream and that when you eat a piece of toast, you are really eating fibro- 
vascular bundles by the thousands, which is enough to make anyone de- 
mand a chemical analysis of everything he dissolves with his saliva en- 
zymes. At this stage of the game your whole vocabulary centers around 
the life functions of a green cell and the microscopic animal chart, which 
at times provides the perfect word for an euglena of an assignment or a 
nyctotherus of a sister. 

With every page you turn you realize that you are falling into an abyss 
as endless as time since every day new animals are being discovered from 
the depths of your fingernail or your dog’s fur. Furthermore, there comes 
a time when you have biology so much on the brain that when you are in- 
vited to a dance, you spend the entire evening admiring the beautiful 
stigma and adorable figure of the stamen in the flowers you are wearing. 

Once you start working on the higher animals, you wish you were an 
ameba to escape the pulling out of the three foot intestine of the frog or 
the eyeball of a fish. As for the two-hundred six bones of the body, by the 
time you have learned them, you disbelieve there are only that many 
and start counting which can cause a panic when you find only two- 
hundred four, but fortunately at the last minute you remember the two 
floating ribs and all are there for the time being. 

AH in all you have wonderful memories from lab periods and I am 
positive no biology student can ever forget trying to draw the monocot 
and finally, in desperation, giving up and drawing a clown’s face or in the 
case of the verticil using a jack-in-the-box for a model. 


Nancy Fiske., ’59 


PONDERING THOUGHTS 


As through the falling snow I roam 

My thoughts so often think of home, 

A home with you so sweet and warm, 

A home to which our friends will swarm 
To share our love and friendship true, 

Above which shines the sky so blue. 

May all our life be like the dove 

That stands for peace, for hope and love, 
As each new day we rise to say 

This is my life, may it never stray 
From that one cause for which we stand 
To walk together hand in hand, 

But yet once more before we trod 
Let us stop and wait for God. 

For now the picture is complete 

We have found ourselves, my sweet, 

And happiness and love is true. 

(And you shall know that I love you.) 


Carolyn Pitt, ’61 


MISUNDERSTOOD 


The old man opened 
his eyes slowly and looked 
out at the sea. They were 
old eyes and his hand shook 
as he lifted his pipe to his 
lips. He lived alone but he 
had many friends: the 
waves that splashed and 
broke against the rocks, 
the sea gulls that flew in 
easy circles on bright sum- 
mer days and the fresh 
breeze that carried the sal- 
ty scent of the ocean to his 
door step. These were his 
friends. Friends that never 
failed him. Friends that he 
could always depend on. 

He had lived in this 
shack by the ocean he lov- 
ed so much for many years. 
The people in the town who 

did not understand thought he was crazy and they could not wait until 
the old man died so that their children could play on the rocks and swim 
in the ocean that surrounded his home. They were afraid of him. They 
forbade their children to play near his home and even they themselves 
did not dare to venture over the rocks and along the stony path that led 
to the old man’s house. 

The old man did not mind his seclusion and was not even aware of 
the impression that he had given to the town’s people. He was happy and 
secure listening to his beloved friends talking to him in their own special 
way. 

This day was as all the rest or so he thought but as his eyes opened 
slowly to look upon his sea he saw a little girl running gleefully upon his 
beach. Her blonde curls shone in the sun and danced gayly around her 
face. 

The startled old man was angry at first but soon he smiled as he watch- 
ed the youngster. 

“She loves it too,” he thought as his eyes followed her. 



Day after day the little girl came and he was content to sit and watch 
her play with all his friends. He even found himself waiting for her. She 
seemed to fit in so well and soon he thought of her as part of his happy 
world. 

But one bright day while watching her his eyes caught another fig- 
ure. It was a woman scurrying toward the child. He watched her as she 
picked up the little girl and hurried down the path that led into the village. 

He felt sad and as the days went by he found himself waiting for the 
child to return but she did not come. His old friends did not seem the 
same any more and he could no longer understand the language of the 
pounding surf and the sighing breeze. For the first time his world seemed 
empty and lonely. His old friends could not comfort him anymore and he 
had lost all he loved. 

Many weeks later the little child came back in the same way — skip- 
ping lightly over the rocks, but for the old man she did not bring back the 
happiness she had given him before, for he was dead. 


Marilyn Cosman, ’59 


GIVING 


What is better than 
to give — 

To see a shy smile of delight, 
To watch 

the gift tenderly examined, 
To find 

the eyes fill up with love, 


The sudden warmth between you. 
To receive 

so much more than you gave? 


To feel 
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NUMBERS 


When I was young, it was a snap 
To do arithmetic; 

But then, today, I just found out 
It is no simple trick. 

No elementary numbers; 

No easy, two plus two; 

No nice division problems; 
Nothing like that would do ! 
They must invent new soil — 
Imaginary, no less; 

Complicated integers, 

Irrational and real, oh yes! 

My friends, the natural numbers, 
One, and two, and three, 

Are now replaced by new ones, 
Alpha, pi, and e. 

Against them I am helpless — 

I can’t get “off the hook;” 

Before I perish completely, 
Please lend me an Algebra book ! 


Gail Mayberry, ’62 


MY PURPLE LADY 


There is a person in my 
life whom I would like you all 
to meet. She and the many of 
her status are those common- 
ly and touchingly referred to 
as “Grams,” “Grandmamma,” 
or less often, as “Granny.” I 
know her in my own fashion 
as “Mums.” I suppose I can’t 
fittingly go about describing 
my dear grandmother with- 
out reminding everyone of 
theirs. But to me there are 
certain traits that set this dear 
lady apart. 

“Mums” always claims 
that she gave me my first 
bath, (That showed me from 
the start that someone cared.) 
and ever since then she has 
always been there. Even now 
when I go to sleep feeling 
hungry for some good home 
cooked food I wake up the 
next morning and there sits an oversized box of food from the Women’s 
Educational, just waiting for this obese character to ruin her “diet” on. 

It is hard to give one of those beautiful character descriptions that 
gracefully put the subject upon a pedestal to be admired by all. No, that 
is impossible for me to try to do. My grandmother is just a good old 
down to earth grandmother. So if I sound a bit unpoetic — please excuse 
my drifting from the usual. 

Those who know her, and believe me there are many, laugh when 
reminded of her. One minute she’ll be whisking off to Boston to get a 
permanent, which will undoubtedly come out in the damp the next morn- 
ing when she gets up at her usual six o’clock to feed the birds or do a 
little work in the garden. The next minute she’ll be starting her Christ- 
mas shopping before she’s even put last Christmas’s tree out to burn. 

She is the only woman I know who looks well in purple. Perhaps 
that is only because she never wears anything that isn’t purple. Purple 
suits, purple coats, purple slips, purple glass case, I could go on without 
end. 



Then there are her letters that arrive every Monday. Oh, yes, “Mums,” 
I do adore them. They cheer me up no end. I may not be able to read 
them but the things I sometimes interpret them as saying almost always 
end up sending me in gales of laughter. Truthfully though, I think I am 
the only one who can detect the meanings behind those signs. 

I could go on for ages trying to give you a humorous view of this 
grandmother of mine. I certainly haven’t meant to give you a picture 
of a “sweet little lady” with a bunch of violets in her hand, for that she 
is not. 

“Mums” I do believe will die at the age of 112, after having put all her 
tulip bulbs in the front garden and rearranged her living room to become 
her spring feeling. Then she’ll drift off to Heaven on her own purple 
cloud, dreaming of a way to paint Saint Peter’s gate purple to match the 
morning glories she also plans to plant. 

Suellen McCarthy ’59 


TOMORROW 



Come, we will wait together, 

We will wait for tomorrow, you and I. 

The clock moves on, 

Not rapidly . . . not slowly, but always forward. 
What secrets does tomorow hold? 

It is fascinating, for no one yet knows. 

Will tomorrow come smiling? 

Maybe not . . . 

It may bring death, and also new life. 

It will come, I know — 

For nothing, no one, can stop tomorrow. 

When we are gone, tomorrow must come 
For tomorrow is eternity-long 


Jeff Bloomingdale, ’61 



ODE TO A BLADE OF GRASS 


Oh, blade of grass, 

You dusty thing, 

For you I have compassion. 

All your life you must stay 
And be the victim of my footsteps. 
In summer your parched throat 
Droops 

In hunger for a sip of water. 

When fall comes you 
Accept the task of comforting 
Leaves 

As from the trees 

They come tumbling down. 

And then the climax — 

Winter, 

Who gently spreads a quilt 
Over your tired, bedraggled body. 
Sleep at last 

Poor tired blade of grass ! 

The anti-climax comes with spring 
When once again your blades 
Appear. 

Glimmering and fresh you arise 
Ready to face the world’s 
Life problems. 

So once again the cycle begins 
And ends 

And starts all over again. 

And you, dear friend, 

Must take and bear it, 

For such is the way 


Of life. 


Nancy Nevius, ’61 





MUSIC OF THE SPHERES 


The woods warmed by no sunset light, 

The glistening wonder of the placid night, 

Soft wind blowing and starry flake falling: 

Lovely, lonely solitude and peacefulness. 

The frozen stream winding and bubbling through the woods, 
The moon shedding beauty bright. 

Just sky and snow, a world unknown, 

The melody and sweet refrain it calls its own. 

The flakes drifting slowly down, 

Glistening so brightly and near blinding, 

Capturing and recapturing winter’s creation, 

With a beauty all its own. 


Ann Flynn, ’60 



THE ANSWER 


As I sit here all alone 
I wonder through the night, 

What has become of all our dreams, 
The plans that seemed so right. 

Why did he have to leave me? 

Why did we have to part? 

Why were our dreams all shattered? 
Why did he break my heart? 

I search my heart for the answer, 

I know not where it lies; 

Someone give me the reason, 

Tell me why love dies. 

Mary Mapes, ’59 



THERE COMES A TIME WHEN 


There comes a time in every 
youngster’s life when his or her 
mother says, “Next week, dear, 
you’re going to start dancing class.” 
Although every case differs, the re- 
actions can usually be broken down 
into two general categories — those 
of little boys and those of girls. 
The weaker sex is notorious for its 
enthusiasm over any function 
which will envolve any or all of the 
following: food, people, music, 
dancing and clothes. They will, 
nine times out of ten, be delighted 
with the news. But little boys, up- 
on “getting the word,” spend the 
next two days attempting to talk 
their way out of it with loud proc- 
lamations of disgust, the fourth 
and fifth days stalling or bluffing, 
and the remainder of the week 
thinking up drastic steps to win 
them a reprieve from the ordeal. 
But, regardless of the methods em- 
ployed, mother is firm and “John- 
ny will dance.” 

The first night of dancing 
class finally arrives and almost 
every home with grammar school 
age youngsters is going through 
either one of these scenes. If it is a little girl who is making her first splash 
into the younger social set she is excited and happy. Long before the time 
to leave Suzie is decked out in her new dress — complete with stiff crino- 
lines, patent leather shoes and tiny white gloves. Her nose is shiny and 
her hair is fluffed out under a velvet ribbon. As she skips down the walk 
to the car, her daddy looks silently on- -his little girl is growing up. 
Mother is obviously bursting with pride and has probably talked Suzie’s 
grandmother into coming along to watch her favorite grandchild’s debut. 

Suzie’s mother really cannot suppress the look of pity which crosses 
her face as she watches her friends positively dragging their sons into the 
dance hall. And even the boys’ mothers themselves are indulging in a 
little self-pity. They have spent the last hour and a half chasing Johnny 
all through the house, replacing clean shirts suddenly decorated with 
chocolate icing, and trying the impossible — to force him to submit to at- 
tempts at securing a tie around his neck. Soon the harried parents give 
up and snatch him off as is. You may think Johnny’s mother has finally 
succeeded in getting him to the first lesson looking reasonably clean and 
angelic; however, somehow between the front door and the car Johnny 
has acquired a collection of rocks, marbles, string and yoyos. 



Promptly at seven-thirty the dancing teacher walks out onto the 
floor, smiles courageously, and signals for quiet. It is sometime before 
the children have ceased their pushing, giggling, and fighting. The first 
half of the lesson is taken up by a period of general instruction — punctu- 
ated by sharp reprimands for unruly pupils from the teacher and the in- 
cessant clicking of her castanets. The person who glances at the bal- 
cony or sidelines is much amused to see the faces of eager mothers — 
glowing and proud — positive that their offspring are destined to be the 
Fred Astaires and Vera Ellens of the future. 

After an hour of trying to drill the rhythmic “quick, quick, slow” 
into the persistently stubborn dance fans, the teacher will give up and do- 
nate the remaining half hour to free dancing. She usually retires to a 
corner of the ballroom and calls out in a trembling voice — “Gentlemen, 
choose partners.” She has good reason to tremble. Little boys of all sizes 
and shapes positively tear across the floor and come sliding and crashing 
to a stop — all in front of the two or three most popular girls. A good 
brawl usually ensues and it is ten minutes before the first dance begins. 
The scene never varies from one week to the next and because of a des- 
perate lack of males there are always two or three couples of girls — gal- 
lantly “pushing” each other about. Their mothers try to look brave and 
not too embarrassed as they whisper to the woman next to them and say, 
“Jane is so tall the boys won’t dance with her — now; hut she’ll be popular 
someday. Oh, yes, her day will come.” Well, this last half hour continues 
with never varying conformity. Once in a while a special dance is added 
as a treat and this only adds to the confusion. 

At nine o’clock the teacher looks relieved and says weakly, “I’ll see 
you all again next week,” and collapses not too gently into the nearest 
chair. 

By the time the mothers have coaxed their sons from a fascinating 
game of darts in the boys’ room, or have found Suzie’s coat, which is 
identical to at least four or five others, they are beginning to question the 
wisdom of that statement which a week ago they had uttered with such 
determination. Johnny has lost his tie, ripped his pants, and brought 
disgrace to the entire family by flatly refusing to dance with a chubby 
little girl who has spent the entire evening suffering the agonies of a wall- 
flower. Suzie has slipped and cut her knee, lost one glove; her shoes have 
passed the point of recognition, and her once fluffy curls now hang limp 
from under a drooping ribbon. 

Now, you may contradict me if you like, but from my experience I 
tend to think that by the next week the feelings of the entire family are 
reversed. The parents have decided to give up the fight, but of course the 
children have decided it was great fun and can scarcely wait until next 
week. 

So, I say to all parents of future dancing class pupils — this essay is 
far from exaggeration and if you can profit in any way from this piece of 
literature, I hope it will save you any ideas you may have in advance as 
to the merits of dancing lessons. 


Diane Torrey, ’59 


MY MIND AND I 


My Mind and I don’t seem to bother 
To consult with one another. 

It thinks this 
And I do that 

Which proves not much — nothing, rather. 

It all depends 
How each extends. 

With concentration 
Some day perhaps 
We shall meet ends. 

Pamela Foote, 59 



“ . . AN’ HE GROWLS 

A shrill call assailed George Burton’s ears as he slumped in his chair 
after a strenuous Saturday afternoon of trying to curtail some of the 
more mischievous schemes of four-year-old Dicko. Immersed in his paper, 
he paid slight attention to the imperious summons. He was too tired and, 
besides, all that Dicko usually wanted was an audience to whom he could 
tell his latest tale of tigers walking on the ceiling — “well, if you’d come 
more quicker, he’d ‘a’ still been here.” — or spacemen following him — 
. . an’ he pulled my jacket 4 til he tored it an’ he tied me to a big tree so’s 
I’d be late an’ he took my boot ‘an’ throwed it way up so’s it di’n’t come 
down an’ he . . 

“Daddy!” 

George could hear the door slam. “How many times have I told you 
to shut that door, not just let go of it when you go through?” 

“Daddy! Why di’n’t you answer? I called an’ I called and I called.” 

“I’m busy. Besides, what’s so important that you can’t come and tell 
me? Haven’t I told you a million times not to yell — don’t you ever re- 
member a thing I say?” George did not have to move from the newspaper 
for this speech: by now it was almost a reflect action to quote these lines 
whenever anyone slammed a door. One of his prospective clients was 
more than surprised when he was greeted thus. 

Looking to one side of the expanse of newsprint, George fixed his gaze 
on the small figure before him. “Dicko looks different,” he thought, “al- 
most as though lie’s scared. I really don’t know if he should be allowed 
to play with that dog; maybe I should have had Joe shut him in the ken- 
nel .. . 


“Daddy, you haven’t been listening to anything I was saying. There’s 
a big furry thing outside with teeth an’ he growls an’ he looks like a 
lion ...” 

With that, George with a roar like a lion’s leaped from his chair and, 
scattering newspaper pages along the way, headed toward the stairs drag- 
ging his protesting son behind him. 

“Millie! Will you please tell your son to come to you? I swear, if he 
bothers me just once more . . . . ” 

By then, Dicko was halfway up the stairs. Besides recognizing one of 
his father’s unpredictable moods, he knew that his mother was generally 
more sympathetic. 

George picked up the pages and put the paper back into its correct 
numerical order. As he settled back comfortably, he heard Dicko telling 
his mother about his “thing.” Then he heard them go outside. “Millie’s 
probably going to try to prove to Dicko that he’s been imagining things,” 
he thought. 

After a while George looked at his watch. It was later than he had 
thought — in fact it was past their dinner time. Nor did he smell anything 
cooking or hear any of the usual dinner-time clatter. Come to think of it, 
he hadn’t heard anything for a long time. 

“Millie? Millie! Millie!” 

No answer, not even an echo. Neither did Dicko answer. He couldn’t 
find either of them in the house. Checking in the garage, he discovered 
that the jeep was still there. “That’s funny,” he thought. “They’ve never 
gone away alone, not even Dicko. Both of them knew by now that it’s 
not safe. Let me see. Last I remember, They were going outside . . . .” 

Sarah Robinson, ’59 


A WINTER SHORE 


The frigid waves lick greedily at the shore 
But they taste nothing but frozen sand. 

A few lonely seagulls circle overhead 
Waiting for their summer friends. 

The strips of grass wave forlornly 

How were they chosen to last so long? 

Stark, naked the proud beach endures its humility, 
For soon it will know supreme joy. 

The waves will roll around sand castles. 

The gulls will dive for picnickers’ bread. 
Green, salt-dipped grass will billow ecstatically. 
But until then they must wait. 

Theodora Fisher, ’60 


QUAKER MESSAGE 

When I was much younger. 

When more days I had free. 

In times of idle waiting 
I’d play a game with thee. 

And when you did your lessons 
By the oil lamp I’d stay, 

Just to marvel at your knowledge 
As it grew from day to day. 

And I saw thee growing older 
And the child I once knew 
Was soon engrossed in plowing 
In a field with heather dew. 



And as the sands of time ran on 
I saw thee wanting still, 

To pick up books to read at night 
To write with pad and quill. 

But now my days are fading, 

My time is fleeting fast — 

Always look ahead, my son, 

And never toward the past. 

For my life is in the days gone by, 
And yours has just begun; 

As I leave with the dusk, 

Live your life with the sun. 


Pamela Leary, ’61 


A1 umnae 



ews 


Engagements 


Priscilla Babson to Midshipman John Alden Butterfield of Marcellus, 
New York. Midshipman Butterfield is now in his last year at The United 
States Naval Academy, Annapolis, Maryland. 

Ann Cook to Mr. John Martin Nelson of Glen Rock, New Jersey. Mr. 
Nelson was graduated from Wesleyan University. He served as a lieu- 
tenant (jg) with the United Slates Navy and is now attending The Harvard 
Graduate School of Business Administration. A September wedding is 
planned. 

Nancy Lee Hatch to the Reverend Philip Warren Blake, Jr., of An- 
dover, Massachusetts. Mr. Blake is a graduate of Harvard College and 
The Berkeley Divinity School in New Haven, Connecticut. At present he 
is vicar of Grace Episcopal Church in South Boston, Massachusetts. 

Mary Ann Morgan to Lieutenant Calvin Gage Perry of Keene, New 
Hampshire. Lieutenant Perry, who is serving with the United States Air 
Force, graduated from Deerfield Academy and Dartmouth College. The 
wedding will take place in September. 

Carol Sue Rosenblum to Mr. Irwin Jacobs of Worcester, Massachu- 
setts. Mr. Jacobs, a graduate of Worcester Junior College, now attends 
Worcester Polytechnic Institute. June 28th has been chosen for the wed- 
ding date. 


Marriages 


June 28, 1958 — Tamsen Sears to Mr. Gerald E. Rosch in Grand Rap- 
ids, Michigan. Mr. and Mrs. Rosch are at home at 352 Plymouth Road, 
S. E., in Grand Rapids. 

July 26, 1958 — Elizabeth Fox Crouse to Dr. James Campbell Locke 
in Utica, New York. Dr. Locke received his education at The Loomis 
School, Dartmouth College, and The New York University Medical School 
and was resident physician at Bellevue Hospital. He is now practicing 
orthopedic surgery in Utica. 

August 24, 1958 — Helen Yafa to Mr. Nathan Elson Meyerlioff in 
Boston, Massachusetts. Mr. Meyerlioff was graduated from Williams 
College in 1956 and has served for two years in the United States Army 
with the Army Security Agency. He is now connected with the Meyerlioff 
Advertising Agency in Chicago, Illinois, where Mr. and Mrs. Meyerlioff 
are at home at 6123 North Seeley Avenue. Helen, who was a member of 
the Class of 1959 at Brandeis University, is completing her studies at Lake 
Forest College. 


April 11, 1959 — Pauline Atwood to Mr. David Lawrence Foss of 
Marblehead in Beverly Farms, Massachusetts. Mr. Foss was graduated 
from Cornell University and The Harvard Graduate School of Business 
Administration. For two years he served with the United States Air Force 
in Japan. 


Births 

A son, Charles Livingston, to Mr. and Mrs. David Shaw (Nancy Har- 
vey) in Peru, Indiana, on August 16, 1958. Mr. and Mrs. Shaw live in Peru, 
where their address is 11 South Miami Street. 

A son, James Whitman, to Mr. and Mrs. Walter W. Bregman (Ro- 
berta Fielding) on August 24, 1958. 

A son, James, to Mr. and Mrs. James D. Hogan (Millicent Cotter) in 
Lowell, Massachusetts, on September 11, 1958. Millicent writes that their 
three and a half year old Millicent, the 2nd, is thoroughly delighted with 
her new brother and is very likely to kill him with kindness ! The Hogans 
live at 188 Caterson Terrace, Hartsdale, New York. 

A daughter, Cheryl Ann, to Ensign and Mrs. Winston Jay Bridge 
(Cynthia Dadmun) on October 22, 1958. 

A daughter, Lisa, to Mr. and Mrs. Robert Cleverdon (Margery Guima- 
raes) on November 1, 1958. 

A son, Peter Dana, to Mr. and Mrs. George Schofield (Cynthia Bur- 
rage) on November 29, 1958. The Schofields now live in Dover, Delaware. 

A daughter, Dorothy Marden, to Lieutenant and Mrs. Alden French, 
Jr. (Dorothy Fairbanks) in Norfolk, Virginia, on December 14, 1958. 
Lieutenant and Mrs. French live at 520 Timothy Avenue in Norfolk. 

A son, Paul Rogers, to Mr. and Mrs. Robert Quinn (Frances Rogers) 
on January 18, 1959. 

A daughter, Deborah Elaine, to Mr. and Mrs. Harry N. Tobler (Elaine 
Leary) in Palmer, Massachusetts, on January 31, 1959. The Toblers make 
their home on Bethany Pioad in Monson, Massachusetts. 

A daughter, Deborah Lee, to Mr. and Mrs. William Ornstein (Nancy 
Elliott) on March 9, 1959. Earlier this year the Ornsteins bought a new 
home in Monroeville, Pennsylvania, where their address is 534 Sunny- 
field Drive. 

A son, Mark John Joseph, to Dr. and Mrs. Wojciech Nowaczynski 
(Beverly Cooke) on March 16, 1959. Dr. and Mrs. Nowaczynski also have a 
new address. It is 146 Springgrove Crescent, Montreal 8, Province of 
Quebec, Canada. 


A daughter, Efrenia Niki, to Mr. and Mrs. James Apostolou (Demetra 
Tikellis) on March 20, 1959. 


August 30, 1958 — Martha Milan to Mr. Paul Edmund Plunkett in 
Cambridge, Massachusetts. Mr. and Mrs. Plunkett are living at 360 Main 
Street, Melrose, Massachusetts. 

September 27, 1958 — Sally Allen to Mr. David Lantz Souder in Erie, 
Pennsylvania. 

October 3, 1958 — Miriam Rand to Mr. Eric Dunn in Huntsville, Ala- 
bama. Mr. and Mrs. Dunn are at home at 215 West Court, Marion, North 
Carolina. 

October 4, 1959 — Mary Duane to Mr. Russell Flanfreau Applegate in 
Kennett Square, Pennsylvania. 

November 1, 1958 — Dorcas Farrington to Mr. David Benton Peery in 
Lowell, Massachusetts. 

November 29, 1958 — Constance Lanner to Mr. Donald McGregor 
Rose of Cincinnati, Ohio, in Lowell, Massachusetts. Mr. Rose is an alum- 
nus of The University of Cincinnati and The Harvard Law School. The 
Roses have been living in Roston until recently, but as Mr. Rose has joined 
the United States Navy, Connie is at home in Tewksbury for a few months 
until he finishes his basic training and she can be with him. Eventually 
they plan to make their home in Cincinnati, where Mr. Rose will practice 
law. 


December 14, 1958 — Ruth Nitchelm to Mr. Meylert Melville Arm- 
strong, 3rd, in Hanover, New Hampshire. Mr. Armstrong is a member of 
the Class of 1959 at Dartmouth College. The Armstrongs are at home at 
Rivercrest Lyme, in Hanover. 

December 14, 1958 — Judith Poorvu to Mr. S. Lawrence Schlager in 
Boston, Massachusetts. Carol Sue Rosenblum was one of Judy’s brides- 
maids. Mr. and Mrs. Schlager will make their home in Brookline, Massa- 
chusetts. 

December 29, 1958 — Shirley Jo Arn to Mr. Robert Wayne Sparrow, 
Lieutenant, United States Marine Corps, in Dayton, Ohio. 

February 14, 1959 — Ruth Bailey to Mr. George K. Papazian of Saloni- 
ka, Greece, in Lowell, Massachusetts. Mr. Papazian, who is a member of 
this year’s graduating class at The Lowell Technological Institute, was 
graduated from Antolia College in Salonika and also attended New York 
University. As this goes to press, Mr. and Mrs. Papazian, who live at 250 
Nesmith Street in Lowell, are on a delayed honeymoon in the Virgin 
Islands. 

February 17, 1959 — Stephanie Healey to Mr. Lewis Robbins Nichols 
in Boston, Massachusetts. Mr. and Mrs. Nichols are at home at 46 Grey 
Street in Boston. 


Deaths 


Elizabeth Suenderhauf Kreuter on January 20, 1958. 

Margaret Richardson Gregg in Nashua, New Hampshire, on January 
24, 1959. 


General 

Joan Goodale and Debby Giffin, who are members of the Freshman 
Class at Wheaton College, were recent visitors at school. They arrived in 
time, they thought, for the annual basketball game, only to find that it had 
been postponed until after spring vacation as we were having a small 
epidemic of some sort of flu and too many players were incapacitated. We 
hope that they will come again when the game is really played. Joan has 
been selected as a member of the college choir which sings every Sunday 
morning in the chapel. In March the choir joined with the Haverford Col- 
lege glee club in presenting a concert. 

Another recent graduate, Avis Churchill, who is a sophomore at El- 
mira College, now has a new home address. The Churchills have moved 
from Chelmsford, Massachusetts, to 47 Phillips Lane, Darien, Connecticut. 

A recent note from Sally Ringling tells us what she has been doing 
since she graduated from Smith College last June. She spent the summer 
at home in Baraboo, Wisconsin, working in a little summer theatre near- 
by. In September Sally flew to Germany to pick up a car — a small con- 
vertible which she says is “the love of her life” — and drove to Italy. She 
has been living in Rome ever since, where her address is 48 Via Margutta. 
It all sounds like fun ! 

This spring The National Association of Principals of Schools for Girls 
held its annual meeting in Boston. Mrs. MacGay and other Principals who 
have alumnae attending The Garland School and Katharine Gibbs were 
very pleasantly entertained at both schools. At Garland, Maria Bright was 
her hostess for dinner one night. She was also greeted by other Rogers 
Hall alumnae who are students in the school — Wendy Carpenter, Lucy 
Meyer, Nancy O’Connell, and Jenifer Gang — so it was quite a reunion. 
Nancy Wolf was her hostess on another day at a very nice tea at Katharine 
Gibbs. Mrs. MacGay enjoyed very much seeing her “old girls” in the 
schools where they now are. 

We were very sorry to learn that Helen Munro was confined to the 
hospital last January. 

The Walter Bregmans (Roberta Fielding) have a new address as well 
as the new baby whose birth is announced in this issue. As they found a 
third-floor apartment a little difficult with two children, they have bought 


a lovely house at 3382 Dato Avenue in Highland Park, Illinois. Roberta 
writes that they are being kept very busy and also very happy by both the 
house and their second son. 

Kay Wallace also has a new address. It is Academy Park, R. F. D. #2, 
Rowley, Massachusetts. We were very glad to see Kay when she dropped 
in at school one day last fall. 

Mrs. MacGay recently received a nice letter from Libby Filer Ander- 
son giving her the latest news of the Filer family. Libby and Tim have 
bought a house in Belmont, Massachusetts, at 26 Townsend Road, and Lib- 
by has given up her job. She says that she is enjoying every minute of 
being an every-day housewife. Tim is spending a good deal of time at An- 
dover again as The Architects Collaborative begins plans for the new 
Academy dormitories and other school buildings. Mary Jane Filer Platt 
and her husband “Skip” still live in Erie with their two children in a house 
next door to Mr. and Mrs. Filer. Margarita spent the fall at The Foxhol- 
low School in Lennox, Massachusetts, where she was doing substitute 
teaching. On March first, however, she embarked on a new and most in- 
teresting position. She has a two-year contract to teach conversational 
English in an elementary school in Lima, Peru. It sounds like a wonderful 
opportunity to us ! 

Unfortunately, Margarita will not be able to see Patsy Rosenshine in 
Lima, as we hear that in February she went to Paris to study at the Sor- 
bonne. Patsy was a sophomore at Hollins College this year. 

Barbara Scobie is still working as a medical secretary at The Yale 
Medical School, but her father wrote that she, too, hopes to go to France 
next summer and live with a French family in order to study the language. 
Her father, however, feels that to accomplish her purpose she should plan 
to stay in France for a year or two, so perhaps she will take his advice and 
extend her trip. Barbara’s New Haven address is 103 Davenport Avenue. 

Diana Purdy has a new address. She now lives at 4 Nashua Avenue 
in Annisquam, Massachusetts. 

At Christmas we were glad to get news of the Duane family from Nina 
now Mrs. Richard Elder. Nina and her Rick live at 24 Shore Avenue in 
Groton Long Point, Connecticut. She sounds ecstatically happy! She also 
gave us news of Polly’s marriage, which is announced in this issue, to an 
old family friend. Also that Kitty Duane Stryker and her husband, Bart, 
are living just outside of Annapolis, Maryland. Nina says that Kitty has 
two beautifully brought up children. More power to her ! 

A letter from Florence Towner Buckley tells us that last fall she was 
chairman of the “Give A Buck” to the party of your choice campaign 
during election time in her town, Cambridge, New York. On President 


Eisenhower’s birthday, Florence sent him a congratulatory telegram in 
which she also reported the result of the campaign. She received in answer 
a very cordial letter signed by the President. Florence is also very busy 
with other civic affairs as she is chairman of the committee to fight cancer 
in the town of Cambridge and active in Community Chest, hospital, and 
church work. We were very sorry to learn that her twenty-nine year old 
son, Bill, who had visited school with her fairly recently, died very sud- 
denly a year ago last February. 

Recent alumnae will be interested to learn that a former history 
teacher. Miss Barbara Davies, now Mrs. Robin D. S. Higham, and her hus- 
band are now at Chapel Hill, North Carolina. Their address is 424 Hickory 
Drive. 

We learned from a Christmas note that Dorothy Winship Lewis and 
her husband. Bob, are civilians once again! Dorothy says that they are 
enjoying every minute of it. Bob has returned to work with du Pont and 
they are living in an apartment on his parents’ place until they have time 
to build their own home. With their two children the Lewises drove across 
the country from California where they had been stationed while Bob was 
in the service, stopping at Sequoia, Crater Lake, Glacier, and Yellowstone 
National Parks. Dorothy was terribly enthusiastic about the trip. The 
children were thrilled by the animals they saw in the parks and would love 
to take the trip over again! Dorothy’s present address is R. D. #3, Newark, 
Delaware. 

Betsie Wagner was elected President of the Freshman Class at Bennett 
College. This office puts her on two student councils and various other 
committees as well as making her the student advisor for the class. Con- 
gratulations, Betsie! It sounds like a big job and we’re very proud of you! 

Mrs. Robert Woods, the former Miss Barbara Galbraith, who taught 
physical education at Rogers Hall a few years ago, writes us that her hus- 
band and she have moved into a new home twenty miles north of Hart- 
ford, Connecticut, in the country. The Woods’ address is Lathrop Drive, 
Coventry, Connecticut. 

Another new address comes from Ann Fletcher Penhaligen. The Pen- 
haligens now live at 3301 Boston Street, Medland, Michigan. 

This year Turner Baker transferred from Hollins College to the Uni- 
versity of Minnesota, where she is still majoring in art. Turner writes, 
however, that she will probably leave college to be married before the year 
is over. The lucky man is a young doctor from Salt Lake City, Utah, 
whose name Turner did not divulge ! 

Marcia Thomas Walker and her husband, Arthur, have moved from 
Attleboro, Massachusetts, to 26 Melrose Avenue in Barrington, Rhode Is- 
land. 


A Christmas card from Susan Gaunt tells us that she is in training at 
The Salem Hospital, Salem, Massachusetts. Susan says that, not only does 
she love it, but her marks have never been so good. Our best wishes to 
you, Susan, in such a worth-while career ! 

Mr. and Mrs. Lorenzo Fox (Dorothy Wadleigli) are having an interest- 
ing experience living in Austria. Their address is Park Hotel, Schonbrun, 
Vienna 13. 

Lyn Abbott, although sorry in many ways to have left Wheaton Col- 
lege, is loving every minute of her time at The Philadelphia Conservatory 
where she is working for the degree of Batchelor of Music. Her trip to 
Europe last summer was fabulous and an education in itself, she says. 

Susie Fisher Bennett and her husband, John, are living at 1668 Chapel 
Street in New Haven, Connecticut. 

Anne Wild has remarried and is now Mrs. Curtiss C. Johnson of North- 
field Road, Watertown, Connecticut. Anne writes that they have a lovely 
country home with lots of land for her three children to enjoy. She lives 
not too far from Janice Smith Post, Sandy Eager Methven, and Cynthia 
Mooberry Bartholomew, so they get together every now and then for a 
small Rogers Hall reunion. How we wish that they’d all come to Founder’s 
Day, which will be on Saturday, May 2nd, this year ! 

“Missy” Steen Rex is living in Scotch Plains, New Jersey, at 1200 South 
Martine Avenue. 

Last year’s graduates will be interested to learn of the birth of a son, 
Rodolph Lee, 3rd, to Mr. and Mrs. Rodolph Lee Nunn on November 11, 
1958. Mrs. Nunn taught some of our French classes at school last year. 

A letter to Mrs. MacGay from Sally Thomas gives us the belated news 
that she has been Mrs. David Jansen for the last four years ! The Jansens 
live at 22955 St. Joan, St. Claire Shores, Michigan. Sally writes that they 
plan to come East in the near future. We all at Rogers Hall would be so 
very happy to welcome them ! 

Marjorie Marshall Field has written a bird record with accompani- 
ment and words to be used in teaching children in the schools how to 
recognize various birds — a most unusual accomplishment, we think. 

Ellen O’Meara Rhodin is teaching at St. Timothy’s School. Her eight 
year old daughter lives in the school with her. 

During the mid- winter work period at Bennington College, Julie 
Eiseman had an exciting experience as assistant to a producer-director at 
Channel 2 in Cambridge, Massachusetts. Next year Julie hopes to gain 
experience in directing dramatics by assisting the dramatics teacher in 
some school. 


Carolyn Bowes was elected President of the Athletic Association at 
Marjorie Webster Junior College this year. 

The engagement of Miss Diana Barnes, who taught English at Rogers 
Hall for the past three years and who is now a graduate student at Sim- 
mons College School of Social Work, has been announced to Mr. Bernard 
Edward Blood of Billings, Montana. Mr. Blood was graduated in 1953 
from Massachusetts Institute of Technology where he is now a research 
engineer. A spring wedding is planned. 

Katharine Talbot Christison’s address has been changed to Mrs. Wil- 
liam Christison, United States Embassy, Box #105, A. P. 0. #80, c/o Post- 
master, New York. Another new address is that of Martha Howell Crin- 
nion. It is now 14 Lacy Lane, Albany 11, New York. 

Penny Allen, having graduated from Briarcliff Junior College last 
June, entered Northwestern University in the fall. 

We were happy to have Judy Kochs visit us last winter. Judy had 
been working for Encyclopedia Britannica as a commercial artist, but was 
between jobs at the time she came to school, so we don’t know what she 
is doing now. 

From Jane Jefferson we have learned that she is hoping to enter The 
School of Education of The University of Pennsylvania in order to get her 
degree. Jane was a member of last year’s graduating class at Bennett Col- 
lege. This year she has been working in the nursery department of a pri- 
vate school in Wayne, Pennsylvania. 

Another alumna who is planning further study is Linda Wiese. Linda, 
who is now at Marjorie Webster Junior College, wishes to enter Knox 
College next fall. Last summer she attended Wisconsin Summer School. 
This year Linda is editor of the Marjorie Webster year book. 

We have just received word that Betsy Lamb Stranahan is another 
alumna who has recently moved. The Stranahans still live in Pittsburgh, 
Pennsylvania, but their street address is now 5809 Marlborough Avenue. 

Cecelia Smith Bartnick and her husband, Richard, are living at 430 
Evermann, Bloomington, Indiana. 

On January 28th of this year, Marjorie Robinson was technically 
graduated from Boston University, although she will not actually receive 
her diploma until June. Marjorie now has a most interesting position in 
the Lynn, Massachusetts, public schools where she is teaching lip-reading 
and auditory training to the hard of hearing. She works with pupils need- 
ing this help in all grades from the first through the twelfth, visiting each 
school twice a week. Marjorie shares an apartment in Boston with two 
other girls and drives to Lynn each school day in her own little foreign car 
which is her pride and joy. Besides all this activity, she is working for her 


M. A. in special education at Boston University, so she is an extremely busy 
girl. 

The Class of 1958 is represented at the following schools and colleges: 
Serena Blyth at The University of Connecticut; Wendy Carpenter, Gretchen 
Fowler, and Nancy O’Connell at Garland School; Susannah Carroll at 
Marymount College; Patricia Chalmers, Diana Purdy, and Carolyn Rey- 
nolds at Endicott Junior College; Ellen Cook at Colby Junior College; Vic- 
toria Estes at Lawrence College; Deborah Giffin and Joan Goodale at 
Wheaton College; Patricia Haass and Barbara Van Horne at Stephens 
College; Deborah Hanson and Bonney Herrmann at Centenary Junior Col- 
lege; Sarah Herrmann at Hood College; Estelle Heifetz at Boston Univers- 
ity; Katherine King at The University of New Hampshire; Charlotte Marsh 
at Westminster Choir College; Cynthia Migliore at The University of Ver- 
mont; Josephine Ellen Pitt at Colorado Woman’s College; Lynne Robinson 
at Simmons College; Diane Shearer at Bouve-Boston School; Betsie Wag- 
ner at Bennett College; Cecelia Wittmann at Stanford University; Nancy 
Wolf at Katharine Gibbs School; and Carolyn Young at Connecticut Col- 
lege. We understand that Mariella Pomar is studying in Europe, but un- 
fortunately we do not have specific information as to just where she is. 

Among the students who entered Rogers Hall last September we were 
happy to welcome Susan Crumpacker, the sister of Catherine Crumpacker 
and the niece of Marjorie Crumpacker, and Carolyn Pitt, who is the sister 
of Josephine Ellen Pitt. 

As this goes to press Mrs. MacGay is in Palo Alto, California, visiting 
Jean MacGay Curtiss and her family. She writes that everything is perfect- 
ly beautiful there at this time of the year and she is having a marvellous 
time getting caught up with her grandsons, Tony and Alan, as well as Jean 
and her husband, Bill. On the way out Mrs. MacGay stopped in Chicago 
and had lunch with Carol Brooks Pihl and Betty Gene Hutchins Draper. 
She also visited with Doris Jones Miller. Later she will go to Los Angeles, 
where Dorothy Kessinger Jessup has planned a small Rogers Hall alumnae 
luncheon. On her way home, Mrs. MacGay will visit Mrs. Frances Jones in 
Kansas City, Missouri. Many alumnae will remember that Mrs. Jones was 
a member of our faculty several years ago. All in all it really is a wonder- 
ful trip and we are sure that Mrs. MacGay is loving it all and will have a 
fund of stories to tell us on her return about the middle of April. 
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THE STAFF 


Diane Torre y, Editor-in-Chief 
Joanne Copenhaver, Business Manager 
Jane Miers, Art Editor 
Mrs. Louise Staten, Alumnae Editor 

Miss Hildred Ramsay, Faculty Adviser 


Literary Board 


Holly Budd 
Diane Dubrule 
Theodora Fisher 


Sarah Robinson 
Karen Thiele 
Julie Vaughan 


Business Board 


Suzanne Bridge 
Deborah Litchfield 
Mary Mapes 


Alice Miller 
Elisa Sleeper 
Barbara Smith 



TO MRS. MacGAY 

‘Bewitched, bothered and bewildered” 
Good taste 

‘To thine own self be true” 



DEDICATION 


We extend to you, Miss Ramsay, our deepest gratitude and loyalty in dedica- 
ting this yearbook. 


The Qontents 




EDITORIAL 

SENIOR CLASS 
Senior Song 
The Class 

When We Were Very Young 
Senior Thoughts 
Our Place Cards 
1959’s Round Robin 
Class Will 
Undergrad Song 

SCHOOL NOTES 


ALUMNAE NEWS 
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EDITORIAL 


Anxious anticipation . . . 

Nervous excitement . . . 

Pomp and Circumstance 


Flowing tears 


Promises to write 

Sorrow farewells 


Fond memories 

Looking ahead . . . 

On to the future 


Commencement. 
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SENIOR SONG 

As we Seniors think of leaving 
All the friends we have shared 
And the Cae and Kava spirit 
That will last through the years, 

We’ll remember all the good times, 

All the laughs that we’ve had 
And in the years to follow 
We will long remember you. 

As the Class of ’59 leaves 
We will carry thoughts of you; 

We leave with you our promises 
To return someday. 

(To the tune of “There’s a long long trail”) 
Suellen McCarthy 
Beryl Joiner 
Nancy McGrath 


SUELLEN DAVIS MCCARTHY 

53 Lincoln Street 

Hingham, Massachusetts 

President of Senior Class 

Saint Elizabeth School of Nursing 

Cae Club ; School Marshal for Commencement, ’58 ; 
Chairman, Senior Luncheon, ’58 ; Chairman, Senior 
Prom, ’59 ; Chairman, Father-Daughter Day, ’59 ; 
Chairman, Senior-Undergrad Party, ’59; Student 
Council, ’57, ’58, ’59 ; Glee Club, ’58, ’59 ; Bear and 
Lion, ’58; Dramatics, ’56, ’57, ’59; Undergrad-Senior 
Party, ’57; Undergrad-Senior Song, ’57; Senior-Un- 
dergrad Song, ’59; Hockey, ’56, ’57, ’59; Second Team, 
Captain, Hockey, ’57, ’59; Volleyball, ’56, ’58, ’59; 
Basketball, ’56, Manager, ’57; Softball, ’57, ’58; Spe- 
cial Award, ’59. 

PLEASE pay those dues!” . . . Phil . . . Just loves 
those Sunday afternoons . . . blue eyes . . . “has 
anyone seen an advertisement for ' Sea Rose ’ silver ?” 








NANCY NAUDIN McGRATH 

2 Plymouth Road 
Summit, New Jersey 
Vice-President of Senior Class 
Pinch College 

Kava Club; Cheerleading, ’58, ’59; Hockey, ’57, ’58, 
Second, ’59; Basketball, ’59, Second, ’56, ’57, ’58; 
Senior Luncheon, ’57 ; Senior Reception Chairman, ’57, 
’58; Senior Undergrad Party, ’57; Father-Daughter 
Day, ’59 ; Senior Prom, ’59 ; Dramatics, ’56, ’57, ’58, 
’59; Commencement Play, ’56, ’57, ’58, ’59; Life Sav- 
ing, ’59 ; R. H. ’59. 

“I repeat , does anyone need a blind date?” . . . Jerry 
. . . Europe jaunt . . . madras . . . 'happy-go-lucky 


I 
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LINDA BENNER 

126 West Bluff Road 
Streator, Illinois 

Marjorie Webster Junior College 

Cae Club ; Octet, ’58, ’59 ; Glee Club, ’58, ’59 ; Dra- 
matics, ’59; Splinters Business Board, ’58; Hockey 
Manager, ’59; Hockey Team, ’58; Posture Award, ’58, 
’59; Exeter Dance Committee, ’59; Senior Place Cards, 
’59; Mrs. MacGay’s Marshal, ’58; Neatness Award, 

’59. 

"7 *m getting so fat ” . . . Princeton . . . “Who ate all 
the crackers?” . . . “My hair WILL get long , {wont 
it?) . . . Juliet — and her balcony / . . . 


SUZANNE BRIDGE 

96 Prynnwood Road 
Longmeadow, Massachusetts 
Mount Vernon Junior College 

Kava Club; Basketball manager, ’59; Glee Club, ’59; 
Andover Dance, ’59; “Splinters” Business Board, ’59; 
Class Prophecy, ’59 ; 'Neatness Award, ’59. 

“Who left that ring in the tub?” . . . Brown . . . diets 
. . . “This coffee taste funny” . . . “Who's going to 
the store?” . . . “Wake me up early” . . . 



HOLLY NICHOLS BUDD 

108 Lydale Place 
Meriden, Connecticut 
George Washington University 

Kava Club; Hockey, Second, ’59; Basketball, Second 
Team Captain, '58 ; Volleyball, Second, ’58; Softball, 
Second, ’58; Bear and Lion Staff, ’58; Splinters Liter- 
ary Board, ’59; Exeter Dance Committee, ’59; Senior 
Placecards Committee, ’59 ; Class-day Usher, ’58. 

How's about , the license? ... toot-toot , and we take 
another load way ’’ . . . vivacious . . . out for the neat - . 
ness award . . . 




ELIZABETH PENNOCK CANDEE 

706 Coverdale Road 
Wilmington, Delaware 
Wheaton College 

Cae Club ; Hockey, ’58, ’59 ; Volleyball, "58, ’59 ; Sec- 
ond Team Basketball, ’58, ’59; Swimming, ’58, ’59; 
Water Ballet, ’58; Softball, ’58, ’59; R. H., ’58, ’59; 
Cheerleader, ’58, ’59; Christmas Pageant, ’58; Spring 
Play, ’58; Andover Dance Committee, ’59; Chairman 
Senior Place Cards, ’59 ; Commencement Usher, ’58 ; 
Glee Club, ’58, ’59 ; Octet, ’59 ; Student Council, ’59 ; 
Honor Roll, ’58, ’59; Tennis, ’59; Life Saving Award, 
’59. 

“Let’s go — Smithe-ers?” . . . “X is to Y” . . . St. 
Marks . . . “Open the window!” . . . Some say that 
Yale weekends are f un — I ivonder . . . ? 



JOANNE BETTS COPENHAVER 

Main Street 

North Woodstock, New Hampshire 
University of Nezc Hampshire 

Kava Club; Cheerleading, ’58, captain, ’59 ; Volleyball, 
Second, '58, First, '59; Basketball, '58, '59; Hockey, 
Second, '59; Swimming, '58, '59; Softball, '58; Honor 
Roll, '58; Prom, '59; Usher for Graduation, '58; Exe- 
ter Dance, '59 ; Commencement Play, '58, '59 ; Christ- 
mas Pageant, '58, '59; Dramatics, '58, '59; Honorable 
Mention Dramatics, '58, '59; Glee Club, '58, '59; 
“Splinters” Business Board, '58, Business Manager, 
'59; R. H., '59; Athletic Cup, '59. 

Dartmouth . . . “Turn off the hot water ! . . . skiing 
. . . Fidel ? . . . “But Mrs . Worsham tarts 

. . . diets , diets, diets . . . 


PATRICIA ELINOR COLE 

Hildreth Street 
Westford, Massachusetts 
Jackson College 

Cae Club; Dramatics, '58, '59; Usher for Christmas 
Play, '58; Christmas Play, '59; Glee Club, '58, '59; 
Senior-Undergrad Party Committee, '59 ; Hockey Ban- 
quet Committee, '59 ; Father-Daughter Day Committee, 
'59; Prom Committee, '59; Volleyball Team, '58; Soft- 
ball Team. Second. '58. 

“I doubt it” . . . ski weekends . . . Tufts . . . long 
ride to school , eh? . . . dippy . . . “Pixie” . . . 



MARILYNN SPRING COSMAN 

25 Cottage Street 
Marion, Massachusetts 
Syracuse University 

Cae Club; Volleyball Manager, ’59; Glee Club, ’59; 
Hockey, ’59 ; Exeter Dance, ’59 ; Honorable Mention 
Music Appreciation, ’59. 

Marion . . . sailing . “Baby have civacker?” . . . 
Johnny Mathis . . . long lashes . . , “swinging” . . . 
snake lover . . . 




CYNTHIA HAWLEY CRANDELL 

5 Occom Ridge 
Hanover, New Hampshire 
Vice-President of KAVA 
Centenary Junior College 

Hockey, ’58, ’59; Captain, ’59; Softball, '58, ’59; 
Tennis, ’58, '59; Volleyball, ’58; Second Team Basket- 
ball, ’58; First Team, ’59; Glee Club, '58, ’59; KAVA 
Song, '58; Senior Song, '59; Senior Prom, ’59; Senior 
Life Saving, ’59; R. H., ’59. 

Kava . . . Cool! . . . Infectious laugh . . . bongos 
. . . athlete . . . Some people take long shozvers . . . 




SUSAN NOYES CRUMPACKER 

17 Glendale Park 
Hammond, Indiana 

University of Michigan 

Kava ; Volleyball, Second, ’59; Exeter Dance, ’59; 
Alumnae Bridge Party, ’59; Student Council, ’59; 
Dramatics Club, ’59 ; Christmas Play, ’59 ; Commence- 
ment Play, ’59; Glee Club, ’59; Class Will, ’59; Honor 
Roll, ’59; Honorable Mention Dramatics, ’59. 

Yale weekends . . . light cuts . . . English History 
tests . . . Don't you just love food! . . . freckles . . . 
“But, I've got to^go to pro fm— ask him again!" . . . 


CAROLINE DIACK CURTIN 

Supplee Road 
Lansdale, Pennsylvania 
President of Kava Chib , 9 59 
Mount Vernon Junior College 

Kava Club; Hockey, ’58, ’59, Second, ’57; Volleyball, 
Second, ’58, ’59; Basketball manager, ’58; Softball, 
’57, ’58, ’59, Captain, ’57 ; Swimming, ’59 ; R. H., ’57, 
’59; Neatness Award, ’57, ’59; Student Council, ’57; 
Kava Song, ’59; Senior Prom, ’59; Christmas Play, 
’57; Class Day Usher, ’57; Tennis, ’59; Helen Hill 
Award, ’59 ; Life Saving Award, ’59 ; Neatness, ’59. 

“Red" . . . Kava . . . “Hot uke" . . . love those day 
leaves . . . blonde — someday ? . . . Tufts . . . “But 
Miss Olds 




NANCY ANNE FISKE 

9 Billerica Road 
Chelmsford, Massachusetts 
Simmons College 

Ivava Club; Second Team Hockey, ’58, ’59; Second 
Team Volley Ball, ’58; Second Team Soft Ball, ’56, 
’57, ’58; Exeter Dance, ’59; Class Day Usher, ’57; 
Usher for Glee Club Concert, '56, ’58 ; Christmas Pa- 
geant, ’56, ’58, ’59 ; Commencement Play, ’59 ; Student 
Council, ’59; Class Will, ’59; Typing award, ’57; Cur- 
rent Events Award, ’58, ’59; Honor Roll, ’57, ’58, ’59; 
Honorable Mention Bible, ’59. 

Biology . . , A’s . . . “You didn’t sign out!” . . . 
" Day student meeting , NOW!” . . . “I’m sure I 
flunked that test” . . . 




PAMELA DUTILH FOOTE 

Close Road 

Greenwich, Connecticut 
President of Cae Club 
Colby Junior College 

Cae Club ; Hockey, ’58, ’59 ; Volleyball, ’58, ’59 ; Bas- 
ketball, ’58, ’59; Softball, ’58, ’59; Captain, ’58; Ten- 
nis Award, ’58, ’59 ; Badminton Award, ’58, ’59 ; Cheer- 
leading, ’59; Glee Club, ’58, ’59; Dramatics Backstage, 
’59; Andover Dance, ’59; R. H. Award, ’58, ’59. 

Cae . . Club . . . Foot . . . “Is it too late to ask 
him to prom?” . . . No Thiele , I can’t play tennis to- 
day!” . . . skiier . . . “Where’s the ‘Creeper’ ?” . . . 
Gcrbers . . . 


BARBARA GIFFORD 



c/o “Fabricato” 

Medellin, Colombia 
Pine Manor Junior College 

Kava Club ; Senior Luncheon, '58 ; Senior-Undergrad 
Party, ’59; Exeter Dance, '59; Senior Place Cards, 
’59; Volley Ball, Second Team, ’58; Christmas Pa- 
geant, ’58 ; Commencement Play, ’58 ; Honorable Men- 
tion in Dramatics, ’58, '59; Dramatics, ’59; Glee Club, 
'58, ’59; Honorable Mention in Music Appreciation, 
'58; Voice of Democracy Prize, ’58; Student Council, 
’58. 

Exeter . . . chemistry CAN be fun? . . . South Ameri- 
ca . . . cha, cha, cha . . . * card sharp 9 . . . Mid-zvinter 


BERYL RUTH JOINER 

2 Rip Road 

Hanover, New Hampshire 
Endicott Junior College 

Kava Club; Hockey, '58, Captain, ’59; Volleyball, ’59; 
Second, Captain, '58; Basketball, Second, '58, '59; 
Softball, '58, '59; Prom, '59; Octet, '58, Head, '59; 
Commencement Reception, '58 ; Senior Song, ’59 ; Kava 
Song, '59 ; Glee Club, '58, '59. 

Mid-zvinter tan . . . Princeton . . . Silence ! — please 
“Let there be music . . . 



JANET BAXTER KING 

37 Saltonstall Road 
Haverhill, Massachusetts 

Marjorie Webster Junior College 

Kava Club; Hockey Banquet, ’58, ’59; Cheerleading, 
’58; Senior Undergrad Party, ’58; Usher for Com- 
mencement, ’58 ; Student Council, ’58 ; Glee Club, ’58, 
’59; Octet, ’58, ’59; St. Marks Dance, ’59; Senior Place 
Cards, ’59; Neatness Award, ’59. 

Yale . . . “smooch” . . . Octet . . . conservative , 
h-m-m? . . . that ‘ivaltzy ivalk’ . . . “Tabu” . . . 
“snozver” . . . 




SANDRA LATHROP 

Mullen Hill Road 
Windham Center, Connecticut 

Cae Club, Cheerleading, ’57, ’58, ’59, Captain, ’58, ’59 ; 
Basketball manager, ’58 ; Basketball, Second, ’58 ; Hoc- 
key, Second, ’58; Volleyball, Second, ’59, Captain, ’59; 
Baseball manager, ’58 ; Student Council, ’57 ; Senior 
Reception, ’58 ; Prom, ’59 ; Glee Club, ’57, ’58, ’59 ; 
Typing Award, ’57; Christmas Pageant, ’57, ’58. 

“Hot and black” . . . cheerleading . . . Skip . . . “But 
Tm no pro!” . . . " Honestly , / don’t knozv zvhat I’m 
going to zvear” . . . 





CAROL JEAN LORD 

49 Daniels Street 
Lowell, Massachusetts 
Vesper George School of Art 

Cae Club; Usher for Concert, ’57; Usher for Senior 
Play, ’58; Backstage Dramatics, ’58; ’59; Place Cards 
for Senior Supper, ’59 ; Prom Committee, ’59 ; Honor- 
able Mention Art, ’59; Parsons Award, ’59. 

Brozvn eyes . . . beaten trail to the store . . . avid 
reader . . . “Td love to go to India ” . . . 




CAROL BROOKS MACDONALD 

805 Dedham Street 
Wrentham, Massachusetts 
Simmons College 

Cae Club; Hockey, Sub., ’59; Second Team Softball, 
Sub., ’58 ; Cheerleading, ’59 ; Modern Dance, ’58 ; 
Prom Committee, ’59; Class Day Exercises, ’58; Li- 
brary Assistant, ’59. 

“Like way out dad ” . . . “Good-by Jimmy , good-by ” 
. . . dimples . . . adept at climbing ... '7 dont want 
a half a pizza , I want a WHOLE one . . . “This place 
‘ bugs ’ me.” . . . 
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MARY (TRARY) WOOLFORD MAPES 

1760 Alta Vista 
Munster, Indiana 

University of Colorado 

Kava Club; Basketball, '59; Volleyball, ’59; Swim- 
ming, ’59; Cheerleader, ’59; Glee Club, ’59; Splinters 
Business Board, '59; Andover Dance, ’59; Alumnae 
Bridge Party, '59; Senior Place Cards, '59; R. H., ’59; 
Music Appreciation Award, ’59. 

“I haven't done a thing . . . gold footballs . . . u l 
can't wear that!" . . . Butch . . . winning smile . . . 
' cops and robbers' in the kitchen . . . 
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JUDITH MARIE MASON 

9 Lancaster Avenue 
Chelmsford, Massachusetts 
Colby Junior College 

Kava Club; Hockey, Second, ’59; Volleyball, Second, 
’59; Basketball, Second, ’59; Usher for Andover 
Dance, *59j. Usher for Exeter Dance, ’59; Usher for 
Christmas Play; Andover Dance, ’59; Honorable Men- 
tion Current Events, ’59. 

“But I WILL get a tan" . . . popsicles . . . “Quiet?” 
. . . cute brother . . . “Now, who zvas George III?" 



ALICE JANE MILLER 

6626 North Sauganash Avenue 
Lincolnwood 45, Illinois 

Syracuse University 

Cae Club ; Cheerleading, *59 ; Volleyball, ’59 ; Usher at 
Andover Dance, ’59 ; Usher Exeter Dance, ’59; Dra- 
matics, Backstage, ’59 ; Senior Prom Committee, ’59; 
Commencement Play, ’59; Business Board of Splinters , 
’59 ; Senior Luncheon Committee, ’59. 

Rootin' for Dartmouth . . . clothes , clothes , and more 
clothes . . . “ Casual , man — casual!” . . . 



CATHERINE CALISTA MORRILL 

Cumberland Foreside 
Portland, Maine 
Vice-President of Cae Club 
Bennett College 

Cae Club ; Cheerleading, ’59 ; Hockey, 2nd team Capt., 
’58 ; Hockey, sub., ’59 ; Volleyball, 2nd team, ’58 ; Vol- 
leyball, 2nd team sub., ’59; Glee Club, ’58, ’59; Dra- 
matics Backstage, ’59; Commencement Reception 
Head, ’58; Andover Dance, ’59; R. H., ’59; Tennis, ’59. 

<( The thinker ” . . . fightin for Cae . . . Middlesex 
. . . ' short and sweet 9 ... 9 :00 ( P . M.), ring — I 
wonder who it's for? . . . 



SARAH STOVER ROBINSON 

“Seven Hearths” 

166 Salem Street 
North Andover, Massachusetts 
Vassar College 

Cae Club; Dramatics, '56, *59; Christmas Pageant, ’56, 
’57; Andover Dance, ’59; Glee Club, ’58, ’59; Usher 
Commencement Play, ’58; Faculty Marshal, ’58; Splin- 
ters Literary Board, ’59 ; Honor Roll, ’56, ’57, ’58, ’59 ; 
Honorable Mention Music Appreciation, ’59. 

Petite . . . Allan . . . bobbing pony tail . . . seen in 
a black convertible . . . enviable marks . . . Vassar . . . 




SUSAN JUDITH SHWARTZ 

278 Foster Street 
Lowell, Massachusetts 

Kava Club; “Splinters” Literary Staff, ’58; Honor 
Roll, ’58, ’59; Usher for Class Day Exercise, ’57, ’58; 
Usher for Commencement Glee Club Performance, ’58; 
Senior Luncheon Committee, ’58 ; Andover Dance 
Committee, ’59 ; Glee Club, ’57, ’58, ’59. 

Biology tests . . . perpetual tailspin . . . “But f you're 
smart” . . . “Is my mother here yet?” . . . shoes , 
shoes and more shoes . . . 



EDNA WIRTH STUDLEY 

7 Vincent Avenue 
Methuen, Massachusetts 

Chandler School 

Cae Club; Cheerleading, ’58, ’59; Typing awards, ’57, 
’58, ’59; Christmas Pageant, ’56; Modern Dance, ’58; 
Senior Reception Line, ’57; Cae Song, ’57; Usher for 
Class Day, ’57 ; Saint Mark’s Dance, ’59 ; Old Girl 
New Girl Party, ’58; Usher for Commencement, ’58; 
Senior Undergrad Party, ’58; Honorable Mention Mu- 
sic Appreciation, ’59. 

Gus . . . 5’ 2” . . . library fiend . . . “What’s for 
lunch?” . . . lover of sports? . . . cheerleading . . . 
Hot Rod . . . 


DIANE TORREY 

28 South Main Street 
Topsfield, Massachusetts 
Goucher College 

Cae Club; Hockey, Second Team, ’58; Volleyball 
Manager, ’58 ; Cheerleader, ’58 ; Bear and Lion Editor, 
’58; Splinters Literary Board, ’58; Editor, ’59; Class 
Prophecy, ’59; Glee Club, ’58, ’59; Christmas Play, 
’58; Commencement Play Usher, ’58; Senior Class 
Marshal, ’58; Chairman Exeter Dance, ’59; Chairman 
Andover Dance, ’59; Chairman Saint Marks Dance, 
’59 ; Student Council, ’58. 

“You say YOU’VE got a lot to do?” . . . Mysteri- 
ous hair . . . “Woo-ivoo Ginsberg” ... “The tele- 
phone is my ONLY luxury!” 
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JULIE ANN VAUGHAN 

9 Leewood Road 
Wellesley, Massachusetts 
1 larymount College 

Cava Club; Second Team Basketball, ’58, ’59; Sec- 
ond Team Hockey, ’59; Cheerleading, ’58, ’59; Senior 
Luncheon, ’58; Glee Club, ’58, ’59; Bear and Lion 
Staff, ’58; Splinters Literary Board, ’58, ’59; Fall 
■play, ’58, ’59; Christmas Play, ’59; Spring Play, ’58; 
Commencement Play, ’58, ’59 ; Honorable Mention in 
dramatics, ’58 ; Moderator of Water Ballet, ’59 ; Sen- 
or Will, ’59; Honor Roll, ’58, ’59; R. H., ’59; Life 
Saving, ’59; Dramatics Prize, ’59; Underhill Award, 
59. 

Wellesley ... plays , plays , plays . . . Fabian . . . 
lancing “plus” ... By the way, what are the ‘ many 
oys of camp’? . . . 



MARJORIE ANN WRIGHT 

722 East Merrimack Street 

Lowell, Massachusetts 

Lou'dl General Hospital School of Nursing 

Ivava Club; Glee Clubj’57, ’58, ’59; Splinters Business 
Board, ’58; Commencement Usher, ’57, ’58; St. Marks 
Dance Committee, ’59; Stage Manager for Drama- 
tics, ’59. 

Telephone craze . . . “curly locks” . . . “I’ll be be- 
hind the maps.” . . . seen “hanging around” . . . 
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BABY PICTURES 


1 — (L to R) Foote, Studley, Bridge, 

Wright, Budd, Cole. 

2 — Siske, Shwartz, Copenhavcr, Cos- 

man, Crumpacker, Mapes, Ben- 


3 — Gifford, Macdonald, Crandell 

Robinson, Candee, Lord, King. 

4 — Morrill, Vanghan, Curtin, Mil- 

ler, Torrey, McCarthy. 





SENIOR THOUGHTS 


Summer is approaching 

And our thoughts are on the sky, 

Looking for the sun’s bright smile 
As the days keep rushing by. 

Our school work is piling high 
But no one seems to care, 

For summer is the time of year 
When minds are free, and bare. 

We seniors feel very proud — 

Not a one of us is glum, 

We pity the little undergrads — 

College, here we come! 

Our elders say we’ll miss old days 
Of prep school fun and dances 
But this seems so impossible, 

We all will take our chances. 

To us this world seems trivial, 

We know all there is to know ; 

We’ve seen everything there is to see — • 

To the moon we want to go! 

Soon graduation finally comes 
And our spirits are high; 

We hold our noses in the air, 

And down the aisle we fly. 

From the stage we gaze fondly 
At the girls we love so dear 
And, suddenly, the shock hits us — 

We won’t be with them next year! 

We turn to look at Mrs. MacGay 
For her guidance and her aid 
But she solemnly shakes her head at us 
And sends us on our way. 

We seniors who once so proudly held 
Our heads far in the sky 
Feel a lump emerging in our throats 
As our carefree spirits die. 

Tears, then, clearly begin to appear 
On our so stubborn cheeks ; 

We suddenly feel cold and alone 
On our day which turned so bleak. 

Oh, how we wish we could turn back the clock 
And relive the days gone by ; 

How much we all would love to once more watch 
The familiar sunset in the sky. 

Dear Lord, how we envy our undergrads — 

May they protect the columns fair 
And let goodness and love forever grow 
From our hearts that have rested there. 


S. C. 


SENIOR SUPPER PLACE CARDS 


Buttons McCarthy 

“I Get Ideas” 

Absence on weekends 
C’mon, you kids 

Nancy McGrath 

“It’s Just a Lazy Summer Night” 
Rags to riches 
Vogue and Mad 

Linda Benner 

“Chantilly Lace” 

Drop earrings 

Brush a, brush a, brush a 

Sue Bridge 

“Show Me the Way To Go Home” 

I hate men 

Hypochondriac 

Holly Budd 

“Mood Indigo” 

Knee socks 
Slow and easy 

Betsy Candee 

“Carefully Taught” 

Calm, cool, and collected — 
not this girl 
Red and yellow 

Patsy Cole 

“Jeepers, Creepers” 

More matter with less art 
Dickie says 

Betts Copen haver 

“Into the Air Junior Bobmen” 
Cheer, cheer, cheers 
Manhattan 

Marilyn Cos man 

“Will I Find My Love Today” 
Moody music and soft lights 
Moccasins 

Cindy Crandell 
“It’s Late” 

Hey, what time is it? 

Bongo beater 

Susie Crumpacker 
“Dear John” 

He’s just darling 
Mirror myopia 

Caroline Curtin 

“My Bucket’s Got a Hole in It” 
Light and bright 
Little Dutch Boy 


Nancy Fiske 

“Banana Boat” 

I’ll Never Pass 
Don’t split a gasket 

Pam Foote 

“Canadian Sunset” 

Loud, louder, loudest 
Give me a C ... A ... E 

Barb Gifford 

“In a Little Spanish Town” 

Spanish guitars 
Shoulders back, stomach in 

Beryl Joiner 

“Keepin Out of Mischief” 

You hit the spot 
Orange and black 

Janet King 

“Slow Poke” 

Miss Meticulous of ’59 
Those beagle eyes 

Sandy Lathrop 
“Tall Paul” 

Tactful, dare me? 

Is he going to write? 

Carol Lord 

“Silhouettes” 

Artistic ability 
Quiet and placid 

Carol Macdonald 
“Jimmy” 

Be bop baby 

You’re really out in orbit, Man, 
way . . . out 

Trary Mapes 

“I Love You a Bushel and a Peck” 
Party doll 
College weekends 

Judy Mason 

“Pearls on Velvet” 

Silence is a golden virtue 
Rebel 

Alice Miller 

“You Made Me Love You” 
Crewnecks and bermudas 
Deep depression to wild laughter 

Kay Morrill 
“Frankie” 

Sweets for the sweet 
Beans 


Sally Robinson 

“Man Smart, Woman Smarter’ 
For this relief, much thanks 
Phi Beta Kappa 

Edna Studley 
“Cupie Doll” 

Frailty, thy name is Edna 
Flashy convertibles 

Sue Shwartz 

“Happy, Happy Birthday Baby 
Problems, problems 
Black pearl 


Dinah Torrey 

“Don’t Fence Me In” 

Did you ring? 

Wild schemes and nervous energy 

Julie Vaughan 

“Battle of New Orleans” 

Neither a borrower nor a lender b 
Hoops 

Margie Wright 

“Black Slacks” 

Mudge 

Hospitality 

B. C., B. G., H. B. 

T. M. and J. K., C. L. 


1959’s ROUND ROBIN 


Caswell Motel 
March 28, 1970 

Dear Marilynn, 

I’m sitting here at the Caswell Motel in Lowell and I decided to drop you a line 
with the bits of news which I have gathered on this visit on the scene of our Alma Ma- 
ter. By-the-way, the reason for this trip to Lowell is that I am trying to get the ban 
lifted on my latest book, Joyful Living, a story of boarding school life. 

The last two days have been quite busy but I’ve managed to cram in the time 
to see a few of our former classmates. I stopped at Adventure to order a woo-woo 
Ginsberg for lunch and was amazed to see, of all people, Edna Studley come trotting 
out. She’s working as a car-hop there. 

Then, when I reached Boston, I decided to follow up a rumor I had heard — 
about Suzie and Trary. They’ve opened a salon for “Thin people who wish to get 
thinner.” I arrived just in time to see the first customer go in. Now, brace yourself 
for this — it was Holly Budd. Knowing that I was surprised to find her in Boston, 
she explained that she is taking a Home Economics course at M.I.T. 

Well, time is running short. I hope you’ll write and pass the news along to any 
of the other girls from R. H. Try and get down to see me soon. 

Love always, 

Dinah 


Foxhollow, Pa. 

April 2, 1970 

Dear Judy, 

Forgive me, I know I’ve been a delinquent about writing but life around here 
has been really hectic. 

My first piece of news — my birthday present from Bill was a new Triumph that 
exactly matches Curtin’s. We tear up and down the road in the morning delivering 
our respective children and husbands at school and the station. 

Yesterday, over our morning cup of coffee Caroline was reading the new cata- 
logue from Rogers Hall — she’s thinking of sending her oldest — and we were amazed 
to read the faculty list. There seems to have been the usual turn-over but the greatest 
shocks were that Buttons has replaced Miss Manter, Sandy has taken over for Mrs. 
McSorley and Janet is head of the athletic department. Evidently Sandy has es- 
tablished residence in Lowell. The catalogue made much of the fact that Jan has 
revised the program and introduced lacrosse, a skiing team and is in the process of 
having an indoor ice hockey rink built. 

Honestly, the time flies. The twins just came crashing in and are demanding 
transportation for the afternoon — must run. 

My best to all, 

Marilynn 


Libertyville, 111. 

April 18, 1970 

Dear Patsy, 

You probably groaned when you saw a letter from Libertyville sitting in your 
mailbox, knowing that I always write with a favor to ask. 

I may as well come right out and tell you what the problem is. Alice and I are 
flying into Boston two weeks from this Friday about noontime and we’re planning 
to take the train up to Hanover, but it seems that they have taken off all the trains 
to White River Junction. We were wondering if you would provide the transportation 
and go up with us for the weekend. 

Beryl was going to put us up but it seems that she has finally made arrangements 
to see Bob that weekend and it looks as if she may really get there — a miracle after 
those five discouraging attempts. As you know, Alice and I never give up when 
Dartmouth is concerned and we got in touch with Sally Robinson, who is hiberna- 
ting in an apartment up there while she revises Chemistry text-books, and she has 
agreed to put out the mattresses for us. 

If you can make it — and knowing your passion for college weekends, I’m sure 
you can — drop me a line. 

Hope to see you in two weeks. 

Love, 

Judy 

Westford, Mass. 

April 26, 1970 

Dear Nancy, 

This will be a brief letter. First of all I want to congratulate you on your re- 
cent assignment to the Vogue modeling staff. I was amazed to see two R. H. alumnae 
in the same magazine — you did see Linda Benner in the Ipana ad, didn’t you? 

I was in Boston last week for a reunion with a few of our former classmates who 
were in town. We had quite a distinguished group. Ambassadress Gifford from 
Colombia, I like to use the official title, met us at Prince’s looking very smart. As 
you must have read in the papers, Betts is heading Castro’s U. S. Presidential cam- 
paign and squeezed out enough time to visit her old haunt. 

Have to be off to supervise a little card game — yes, Carol and Sue Bridge still 
play every night. 

As ever, 

Patsy 

P. S. Suzie Shwartz was hoping to be here with us but she is flying for Northeast 
arlines now and had a flight to Madrid on the day of our little reunion. Too 
bad not to see her but she is having a marvelous time being very “continental.” 

The Plaza Hotel 
May 3, 1970 

Dear Margie, 

First let me say that I expect to be able to get up for the class party. Betsy 
Candee is driving up with me and we might be a little late as Betsy is stopping at a 
couple of places to plug her latest product — freckle-remover, of all things. 

I hate to bring up this sad piece of news but Pam Foote sends regrets. I should 
say her husband sent the regrets — Pam was laughing so hard while climbing the 
Matterhorn that she slipped and is on the danger list at the hospital. Cy flew up 
from her plantation in India, where she has a monopoly in the Madras weaving 
business, to be here. 

Although this is unconfirmed, I hear that Nancy Fiske is including a chapter on 
Cy in her latest book, Around the World in Fifty Trips. 

Can’t wait to see you — you’re such a good sport to keep throwing these parties. 

Love ya’, 

Nancy 


Lowell, Mass. 

May 8, 1970 

Buttons — 

You weren’t in the infirmary when I dropped up so I just decided to jot down 
these little tidbits and leave it in your mail box. 

I just got a letter from Kay Morrill, who has owed me one for ages, describing 
her debut at Cypress Gardens as the featured water skier. She wore a swimsuit de- 
signed for her by Carol Lord. Carol is amazing — she is the head designer at M.G.M. 
studios and yet she finds time for special jobs. 

Buttons, do you realize that there is only one member of our class who hasn’t 
changed in any respect — she’s Julie Vaughan, of course. A friend of mine told me 
today that she thumps down the corridors at the convent to the tune of “The Battle 
of New Orleans” and in addition is constantly being reprimanded by the Mother 
Superior for leaving her door open with the window up. 

Well, pass these odds and ends on to Mrs. Staten for the Alumnae News. I’ll 
stop up again tomorrow. 

Love, 

Margieanne 

S. B., N. M., D. T. 

THE CLASS WILL OF 1959 

We, the Senior Class of 1959, being of tired mind (after exams) and obese body 
(after Mrs. Tremble’s cooking) in this, our last will and testament, do hereby decree 
our final wishes — expecting of course they will be appreciated and obeyed . . . 

To Mrs. MacGay we leave behind the words “boyfriend” and “date” and 
promise forever after to say nothing but “beau” when referring to that special mem- 
ber of the male sex. 

To Miss Ramsay our sneakers and trenchcoats with permission to do with them 
whatever she so desires. 

To the school at large we leave our fond memories — 

To the Freshmen — courage 

To the Sophomores — endurance 

To the Juniors — hope! ! 

Judy Mason leaves her look of innocence and numerous “Who me’s?” to Linda 
Wolf. 

Trary Mapes leaves her hopeful chant “We must, we must” to Peggy Wells. 

Sandy Lathrop leaves with a copy of Future Homemakers of America tucked 
under her arm Skipping as she goes. 

Susan Shwartz leaves for Harvard. 

Carol McDonald leaves her peroxide bottle to Mimi Preston. 

Patsy Cole leaves her gym excuses to Miss Olds, betting her that she will never 
read more original ones. 

Janet King leaves her bureau drawers to Joy Schabacker. 

Marilyn Cosman leaves her “casual” dance step to Karen Heiman. 

Betsy Candee leaves her ability to get prom dates to Anne Dennler. 

Barbie Gifford leaves her friends across the street to next year’s inhabitants of 
Shedd. 

Carol Lord leaves her active interest in art to Karen Thiele. 

Susie Crumpacker leaves Brown University not knowing what hit it — Gotcha 
there Susie!! 

Linda Benner leaves her smile to Sandy Mandeville to use at her own discretion. 

Sally Robinson leaves her brains to the undergrads. Don’t rush girls, there’s 
enough for everyone! 

Alice Miller leaves her shelf full of college catalogues to the Lowell Library for 
reference purposes only. 

Nancy McGrath leaves her notorious classroom answers to Nancy Costigan. 
They’re guaranteed to get by — provided she talks fast enough. 


Sue Bridge leaves her loud bark and little bite to Gail Mayberry. Carry on, Gail! 

Beryl Joiner leaves her prom dress to Jeff Bloomingdale, hoping that Jeff will 
get more use out of it than she did this year. 

Julie Vaughan leaves with Lehigh honors for her part in the “Battle of New 
Orleans.” 

Nancy Fiske leaves her study habits — and tact with biology teachers — to Sue 
Stark. 

Buttons McCarthy leaves for the operating room minus her pin. 

Kay Morrill leaves her skiis to Sally Letson with yodeling lessons as an extra 
bonus. 

Betts Copenhaver leaves for Europe with her reward in hand. Congratulations, 
Betts — it really took will power. 

Cindy Crandall leaves that “wide awake look” to Shelia Donoghue along with 
a bottle of murine for tired eyes. 

Margiann Wright leaves her French book to Miss Pulling in hopes that she’ll 
find someone who will find more use for it. 

Carolyn Curtin leaves as a redhead in spite of all her efforts. 

Edna Studley leaves her new book, Six Ways to Escape the Truant Officer, to 
Wendy Wilkinson. 

Holly Budd leaves proudly bearing the posture cup. 

Pam Foote leaves with her “unusual” laugh still vibrating in our ears. 

Dinah Torrey leaves breathing a sigh of relief and singing “I Get Ideas.” 

With Molly and Queenie as witnesses, we do hereby sign this, our last document 
(It might very well be, too!) on this the first day of June in the year of our Lord, 
nineteen hundred and fiftynine. 

Pax Vobiscum! 

J. v. 
s. c. 

N. F. 


UNDERGRAD SONG 

Tune : “Greensleeves” 

This is the time for gladness 
This is the time for sorrow 
Now seniors travel onward 
Into “tomorrow.” 

We’ve shared this year together 

We’ve had our grief and laughter 
But memories aren’t forgotten 
They linger after. 

In parting may we wish you 
the best in all your efforts 
Hold fast to all your dreams and, 

Keep faith forever. 


Karen Thiele 


JANE MIERS 
July 4, 1959 


Recent alumnae and present members of the school will be shocked to 
learn of Jane’s tragic death the night of July 4 in a boating accident on Canobie 
Lake, New Hampshire. 

Such things are hard to understand and accept. Surely her presence will 
be greatly missed by the Class of 1960 and we all shall long remember the 
lovely, quiet dignity that was hers. 




Sell ool Notes 


CALENDAR 

September 

17 — School opens — After the shouts of greeting and commenting on the many new 
faces, the monstrous task of unpacking begins. 

18 — Classes begin — We seniors took the coveted seats in the back of study hall — 
envy not, undergrads, your day will come. 

20 — Singing Beach — A rest was welcome after two whole days of work. We must 
be broken in gradually. 

21 — Vespers — Barbara Shure speaks on the theatre. Anything for the arts — Broad- 
way, here we come. 

October 

4 — Sturbridge Village — yet our world collapses when the T. V. goes out of focus. 

5 — Vespers — Dr. Gerald performs the seemingly impossible. We are skeptical 
and disbelieving and yet — how? 

29 — Alumnae Bridge Party — R. H. girls are trained for everything, even waiting 
on tables. 

November 

1 — Exeter Tea Dance — BOYS! ! 

2 — South Pacific or Symphony — And we became well rounded young ladies by 
broadening our cultural interests. 

8 — Andover - Exeter Game — Two blue and white scarfs and the rest red and 
white. Andover won anyway — well, I’m happy. 

12 — First Team Hockey Game and Banquet — Kava takes away the honors — bet- 
ter luck next time, Caes. 

22 — One Act Plays — Mrs. Worsham will never cease to amaze us. 

26-30 — Thanksgiving Vacation — Who cares about turkey — we’re free. 

December 

5 — Celebrity Series — Devil’s Disciple was very good but personally I liked the 
intermissions. 

6 — Andover Dance- — Maybe if the band played a little louder, no one would have 
heard the glee club . . . 

13 — Exeter Tea Dance — What was the attraction downstairs at the art gallery? 

14 — Christmas Vespers — Amazing what candlelight can do to a room. 

16 — Christmas Banquet and Play — From eating to acting . . . 

17 — Vacation begins — Three whole weeks of freedom — somehow hard to believe. 

January 

8- — Vacation ends — Oh, well, it was fun while it lasted — now back to work. 

17 — Exeter Dance — R. H. has redeemed itself — the concert was lovely. 

23 — Celebrity Series — The Curtis String Quartet played very restful music . . . 
who’s that snoring at the back? 

26-29 — Midyears — Now we begin to realize Miss Ramsay’s words of wisdom and 
warning, “A senior is either made or broken by midyears.” 


February 

2-4 — A time to recuperate — Skiing at North Conway?? 

28 — St. Marks Dance — It’s hard to believe this is our last Glee Club Dance. Who 
said, “Goody?” 

March 

6 — Celebrity Series — Carlos Montoya played his guitar — minus sideburns. Sorry 
cats. 

8 — Vespers — An African missionary comes to Rogers Hall — to speak, of course. 

10-16 — Whoever said that she was contagious was putting it mildly, I’m afraid! 

17 — Spring Vacation begins — Need I say more? 

April 

8 — Spring Vacation ends — Between the lovesickness and the tans — some of us 
are hardly recognizable. 

15 — First Team Basketball Game — Cae finally did it, but the big winner is yet to 
be revealed. 

18 — Exeter Dance — for girls who didn’t want to go, we certainly had a good time! 
Oh, those madras jackets. 

May 

1 — “Kiss Me Kate” — Andover and Bradford seem to be the perfect combination 
— theatrically. 

2 — Founder’s Day — And in all, there is that maternal instinct. 

16 — Prom — In between waltz steps we all kept repeating “good taste, good taste.” 

20 — First Team Softball Game — Cae pulled through again in spite of Kava’s 

“pinch hitters.” 

23 — Vespers — To break the monotony of stpdying, a medley of folk songs. 

25-28 — Exams — Generally agreed that 90 degree weather definitely not conducive 
to study. Had to admit that the Cae and Kava suppers a proper means of 
celebrating come Thursday night. 

29 — Spelling Bee — But, Mrs. MacGay, we can’t help it if we were born dumb. 
Congratulations, Dinah. 

29 — Supper at Mrs. MacGay’s — Suddenly the realization that we are seniors and 
that graduation is so near. 

30 — Singing Beach — But I just know that there’s not enough sun to get a burn . . . 

31 — Baccalaureate — Reverend Johnson gave a very inspiring sermon. (See write- 
up.) 

June 

1 — Senior Luncheon — We find out that the undergrads have talent for poetry 
writing. 

1 — Class Day — “We are not amused” 

1 — Play — “Madwoman of Chaillot” - Broadway, we are here ! 

2 — Graduation — Amidst tears and promises, we depart with fond memories of 
our high school days to be cherished throughout life. Thank you, Rogers Hall. 

J- v. 


FIRST TEAM HOCKEY GAME 

The whistle blew! The managers, Gail Stockwell and Linda Benner, waited 
anxiously. Two hockey sticks flew up and down from the ground three times. There 
was a click and a cheer as the ball flew down the field . . . the hockey game had 
started! 

The low temperature must have boosted the spirits for, intermingled were the 
various shouts from the players, the stamping of feet, the occasional click of the ball 
and the cheering, led by Sandy Lathrop and Betts Copenhaver. 

There was an electricity in the air ... a mixture of anticipation, hope and ex- 
citement, hovering, not only over the players, but over the crowd as well. 

The spirit never lagged. From the first few minutes, to the last precious second, 
there was a constant cheering . . . and, from the first goal to the last goal scored, 
there was always anxiety! 

Now, the hockey sticks are put away. Although Kava won by a score of 5-4, I 
am sure I speak for everyone when I say that every second made it an exciting well- 
played game. 



Kava Club 






I 



Cae: Morrill, Foote 


Club Officers 


Kava : Curtin, Crandell 



Cheerleading 

Cae Left to right Studley, Miller, Lathrop, Kava: Left to right McGrath, Vaughan, Mapes, 

Candee, Macdonald Copenhaver 


Kava 
Crandell 
Curtin 
Dixon 
Fisher 
Heiman 
Joiner, Capt. 
Rockwell 
Subs : 

Ferrini 

McGrath 

Manager 

Stockwell 


Cae 

Bloomindgale 

Candee 

Carter 

Dusseault 

Foote 

Grant, Capt. 

Stark 

Sub: 

Morrill 

Manager 

Benner 

K. T. 


SECOND TEAM HOCKEY GAME 


On November eleventh a whistle blew, tense figures decked in red and white 
and blue and gold assumed positions on the hockey field, and at the first showing of 
the opposing clubs, Cae and Kava, began with the second team game. The ball 
lingered at neither goal but was swiftly dribbled from one end of the field to the 
other by the agile, well-matched players. 

During the first half, Kava drove in one goal, but Cae thundered on for two 
points. Although the second half commenced with Cae leading two to one, Kava 
was far from beaten, and her skillful players, cheered on by the loyal fans, came from 
behind and added two points. As the final whistle sounded, the score was three to 
two in Kava’s favor, but Cae showed by her sincere congratulations to the winning 
Kavas that her good sportsmanship was fully as important as Kava’s much deserved 
victory. 


Cae 

Arnold 

Cosman 

Gregory 

Lathrop 

McCarthy, Capt. 

Schabacker 

Smith 

Wilson 

Wells 

Wolf 


Kava 

Budd 

Copenhaver 
Fiske, N. 
Hart 
Mason 
Nevius 
Page, Capt. 
Vaughan 
Wilkinson 


D. E. D. 


ONE-ACT PLAYS 
IDOLS 
Phoebe Rees 

Set in the Cordelier district of Paris during the French Revolution, this drama- 
tic play revolved around the jealousy and love of six women. Yvonne, young, beau- 
tiful and haughty, was married to Jean, the beloved son of Charlotte Moreau. Feeling 
she was losing her son, Charlotte, pushed by Sophie’s bitter hatred, turned on Yvonne. 
Filled with blind jealousy, she sent word to a group of patriots that a person who 
would deliver a buddha to them was a traitor, and dispatched Yvonne with the idol. 
However, on her way, the girl met Jean who offered to deliver the package for her 
and so this ironical play ended. 


CAST 

Charlotte Moreau . ... . 

Sophie ....... 

Louise ........ 

Yvonne ....... 

Citoyenne Jourdan ..... 

Catherine Jourdan ..... 


Karen Thiele 
Sarah Robinson 
Diane Rowell 
Ann Campbell 
Julie Vaughan 
Joan Winer 


THE MAN IN THE BOWLER HAT 
A. A. Milne 

As the play opens, a humorous elderly couple of the 1890’s, Joan and Mary, are 
discussing the dullness of events. No sooner have they uttered these words, when 
strange men in black move through the apartment, shots ring out, a hunted man 
enters and his girlfriend soon joins him, guns appear, screams for help are heard, 
and the lights go out. The object of all this appears to be the quest of a jewel. As 
things strain to the breaking point, the man in the bowler hat, who has been sitting 
quietly on the sidelines, announces they will rehearse the second act later that day. 

Both plays were ably directed by Mrs. Dorothy Worsham, and Mrs. Katharine 
Weller was responsible for the imaginative sets. 


Joan 

Mary . . . . 

Hero 

Heroine 

Chief Villain 

Bad Man . 

Man in the Bowler Hat 


Director 

Scenery 

Stage Manager . 
Assistant Stage Manager 
Sound 

Properties Assistant . 
Make-up 


CAST 

Susan Weller 
Gail Stockwell 
Susan Crumpacker 
Jean Lindsay 

. . . . . . . Barbara Gifford 

Jenifer Bloomingdale 
Sheila Donoghue 

TECHNICAL STAFF 

Mrs. Dorothy Ann Miller Worsham 
Mrs. Katherine Weller and the Art Department 

Marjorieann Wright 
Joanne Copenhaver 
Nancy McGrath 
Margaret Wells 

. . Martha Ferrini, Ann Flynn, Alice Miller 

H. B. 


ANDOVER CONCERT AND DANCE 

The time was 4:30! Nervousness hovered over Rogers Hall. There was the 
last-minute rush; the final touch of lipstick, the comb drawn hurriedly through the 
hair, and the straightening of dresses. Then fifty girls were walking into the hall. 
There was a quick run-through of the songs, a parting glance in the mirror by the 
door, and the cold night air blowing into their faces. The next thing they knew, 
they were face to face with the Phillips Andover Academy Band! Mr. Clift’s voice 
broke through the whispers of; “Isn’t he darling,” and “Look at him!”, to say that 
rehearsal was under way. The music played, the songs were sung and the hour was 
drawing near! 

The girls huddled into nervous little groups in the library, while the boys sat 
nonchalantly in the study hall. One by one they got up, hands in pockets and strolled 
casually towards the door, looking completely at ease. Or did I detect a faint shaking 
of the hands as they reached out to say “How do you do?”, to their dates! A delicious 
dinner, served after the introductions, was quickly consumed. 

After finishing, the girls ran upstairs to swamp alley, to discuss their dates, fresh- 
en up, and wonder what was in store for them! 

In another part of the school the remaining girls were walking out to meet their 
dates. 

Soon everyone was again in the auditorium. The lights grew low, the whispers 
ceased and the Rogers Hall Glee Club appeared on the stage. Although they tried 
valiantly, they did not sound their best. Perhaps they were too full of dinner or 
“overcome” by their dates. However, they are determined to make up for it at 
Exeter! The Andover Band played a selection of numbers which was thoroughly 
enjoyed by all. 

There was again a brief “recuperation” period while the gym was being re- 
arranged for the dance. Upon entering, once again, one would have thought it was 
a completely different building. (Thanks to the fine work of the dance committee.) 





Splinters Staff 


Left to right : Miers, Bridge, Miller, Budd, Mapes, Smith, Litchfield, Torrey, Copenhaver, Thiele, 
Sleeper, Vaughan, Fisher, Robinson. 



Student Council 

Left to right : Preston, Fiske, Page, Crumpacker, 
Candee, Fisher, Wolf, McCarthy, Nevius, Gregory, 
Copenhaver. 



Bear and Lion 

Left to right : Wilson, Blackwood, Winer, Miers, 
Weller, Fisher, Burrows^ Nevius, Gregory. 
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Junior Class 



Freshman-Sophomore Classes 



The plain bright lights had given way to gayly colored Christmas bulbs, and Santa’s 
sleigh was situated in the middle of the floor, laden with packages. The music pro- 
vided by Ken Reeves’ Band, began . . . the dance started! At intermission, the 
Octet “minus one,” headed by Beryl Joiner, gave a demonstration of their great 
ability. For most, 11:00 came all too quickly. The lights flared on, and Bill was on 
the stage saying “Boys outside, girls in the gym!” 

There was a hurried parting, and very soon, the busses were pulling away. 

I am sure we can say, on the whole, it was quite a successful evening! 

K. T. 


CHRISTMAS VESPERS 

After three long. months of anxious waiting the day of the Christmas Vespers 
arrived, Sunday, December 14. The study hall was effectively transformed by shim- 
mering candle light. Seated at the front of the room was the glee club, while faculty, 
parents, and the remainder of the student body filled in the back. 

The afternoon program was opened by Diane Torrey, President of the Student 
Council, with the traditional Christmas reading from the Bible. The Glee Club 
followed with a selection of Christmas songs. Several of the students read original 
Christmas writings. 

Everyone was very disappointed to learn that Mrs. MacGay could not be there 
to pass out the lovely, long awaited senior rings. Miss Ramsay, however, read a 
letter which Mrs. MacGay had sent over and then presented the senior rings. 

Christmas Vespers was closed with everyone singing “Joy to the World.” 

D. T. 


CHRISTMAS BANQUET 

On December 16th, the eve of the annual Christmas banquet, the student body of 
Rogers Hall marched into the dining room singing to Miss LeButt’s skillful playing 
of “Deck the Halls.” An array of candles lit the long table at which Mrs. MacGay 
and her guests were seated. The Glee Club entertained between courses of a tanta- 
lizing turkey dinner; Mr. Scalise was so delighted with their performance that he 
extended an invitation for them to sing the same carols for his congregation. Im- 
mediately following the meal, everyone proceeded to the gymnasium for the tra- 
ditional Christmas play. 

After the ushers had comfortably seated everyone in the gymnasium the annual 
production of the Christmas play commenced. Mrs. Dorothy Worsham directed the 
Dramatics Club, which gave a splendid performance of “Come, Let Us Adore Him,” 
the tale of a child’s dream about the first Christmas. 


Innkeeper 

Mother 

Josias 

Martha 

The Boy 

Soldier 

Soldier 

Julius 

Joseph 

Mary 

Angel . 

Angel 

Gaspar 

Balthazar 

Melchior 

Simon 

Ezra 

Little Girl 


CAST 

Julie Vaughan 
Susan Weller 
Barbara Gifford 
Pamela Pooler 
Patricia Cole 

. . . . . Cookie Dusseault 

. . . . . . Susan Wilson 

. . . . . . Elisa Sleeper 

. . . . Jennifer Bloomingdale 

. . . . . . Mary Argyle 

Susan Crumpacker 
Linda Wolf 

. . . . . . Linda Benner 

Barbara Lage 
Nancy Fiske 
Barbara Washington 
. . . . . . Jean Lindsay 

Pamela Cornwall 

D. E. D. 


EXETER CONCERT AND DANCE 

On January seventeenth the Exeter Glee Club and Band joined Rogers Hall 
in a concert and dance held in the gymnasium. Our glee club, capably directed by 
Miss LeButt, sang selections from “South Pacific” and was then joined by the Exeter 
Chorus in several numbers. The Exeter Band played next and was thoroughly en- 
joyed. 

Music for the dance was provided by a group of Exeter students and the dimly 
lit gymnasium was decorated as a ship. Unfortunately there was a shortage of boys, 
but otherwise the evening was quite successful. 

H. B. 

WINTER SKI WEEKEND 

After a weekend of much needed rest following exams, a busload of bold, en- 
thusiastic girls pulled away from Rogers Hall. Destination . . . North Conway, 
for three days of skiing, skating and fun. 

Upon arriving, the girls chose their respective rooms and were given their equip- 
ment. 

The first day up on the slopes was difficult for all, as there was a layer of ice 
over the snow. There were many different styles and methods of ascending and de- 
scending the slopes. The typical R. H. beginner was usually seen crawling up the hill 
and sliding down (backward) knees straight, skiis crossed and ski poles frantically 
digging into the crusty ice. 

The second day was beautiful. The weather and wonderful condition of the 
snow must have been encouraging for all, for now even the most timid skier was 
bravely mastering her snow plow turi^s. 

Unfortunately, the last day of our stay was rainy and most of the girls took 
refuge in the Inn, playing ping pong, eating, playing the piano and watching tele- 
vision. 

As the bus pulled away from the winter wonderland I am sure every girl was 
looking forward to next year . . . when once again another bus will be leaving 
Roerers Hall. Destination . . . North Conway. 

K. T. 


FIRST TEAM VOLLEYBALL GAME 


The day after the second team game, the gym was again filled with the screams 
and moans of loyal Caes and Kavas. The Caes, dressed in bright red shirts and ber- 
mudas, played on the side nearest the balcony. The Kavas wore questionable com- 
binations of blue and yellow and, winning the toss, chose to serve first. 

It was obvious in the first minutes of the game that the teams were well matched, 
and Kava was a scant six points ahead at the half. We had the honor of welcoming 
two new referees. Misses Crandell and Morrill. They both did their job very efficiently 
and to the satisfaction of both clubs. 

Compliments should go to both clubs for their fine playing and especially the 
playing of the spikers in the first row. Although a few of them got tangled up in the 
nefc, many of the balls went slamming over with what looked liked the attempt to 
annihilate the opposing team. The two captains, Cookie Dusseault for Cae and 
Karen Heiman for Kava, kept the spirit of their teams running high besides bring- 
ing able assistance throughout the game. 

At the final whistle, Kava was leading thirty-three to twenty-six. Everyone 
agreed it had been a fine game and thought that these players deserved their quota 
of orange sherbet. 


Cae 

Dusseault, Captain 

Foote 

Stark 

Grant 

Upham 

Miller 


Kava 

Heiman, Captain 
Dixon 

Copenhaver 

Mapes 

Ferrini 

Sleeper 


1 





Hockey 

Cae: Left to right: Foote, Stark, Carter, Dusseault, Benner, Bloomingdale, Candee, Grant, 
Macdonald, Morrill. 



Kava : Left to right: Rockwell, Ferrini, Crandell, McGrath, Stockwell, Heiman, Dixon, Joiner, 
Fisher, Curtin. 




Volleyball 

Cae: Left to right : Miller, Thiele, Grant, Stark, Cosman, Upham, Candee, Dusseault, Wolf, 
Foote. 



Kava : Left to right : Copenhaver, Sleeper, Nevius, Mapes, Page, Rockwell, Dixon, Heiman, 
Joiner, Ferrini. 


Candee 
Thiele 
Wolf, Sub. 

Cosman, Manager 


Joiner 

Rockwell 

Page, Manager 

T. F. 


SECOND TEAM VOLLEYBALL GAME 


The whistle blew! The ball was served, and the second team volleyball game 
was in play. Amid screams and shouts, the ball was batted back and forth over the 
net and at the half, Kava was leading by nine points. Cae, determined to do their best, 
fought harder than ever for the last remaining fifteen minutes. Kava, on the other 
hand, determined to keep those nine points, fought back. When the whistle blew 
(announcing the finish) the score was tie. An additional five minutes was called. 
Again the score was tie. An additional three minutes was then called — but the score 
still remained a tie. Two more two minute periods were called, each resulting in a tie. 
Then a final five minute period began, tension mounted — and the players showed 
some signs of fatigue and nervousness. 

The final whistle blew and the score was announced — in favor of Kava. 

Congratulations to both teams, for it was a well-played game! 


Cae 

Cornwall 

Gregory 

Lathrop, Capt. 

Litchfield 

McCarthy 

Schabacker 

Wilson 

Wolf 


Kava 

Crandell 

Crumpacker 

Fisher 

Mason, Capt. 

McGrath 

Nevius 

Stockwell 

Washington 

K. T. 


THE SPRING PLAYS 

Two one-act plays were presented at Rogers Hall on March 21st. The first was 
the scene from Anastasia, in which the woman claiming to be the Russian princess 
goes to the Queen, her alleged grandmother. She tries to convince her grandmother 
of her identity and finally succeeds. 

The Queen was played by Mary Argyle and Ann Campbell gave a moving per- 
formance as Anastasia. 

The Red, Velvet Goat, a comedy, was the second play. This farce concerned 
a selfish woman who learns material things in life are not really that important. With 
the able direction of Mrs. Dorothy Worsham, the striking scenery by Mrs. Katherine 
Weller, and the capable acting, the evening was quite enjoyable. 


CAST OF 

RECOGNITION SCENE FROM “ANASTASIA” 

Narrator ........... Jean Lindsay 

Anne ............ Ann Campbell 

Dowager Empress ........ Mary Louise Argyle 


Esteban . 

Mariana 
Lorenzo 
Ester . 

Lola 

Carmen 

Don Pepe 

Dona Berta . . . 

Ramon ; . . 

Town Character 

Villagers 


CAST OF 

THE RED VELVET GOAT 

Jennifer Bloomingdale 
Gail Stockwell 
Georgia Grant 
Pamela Pooler 
Anne Dennler 
Linda Benner 
Theodora Fisher 

. . . . . . . . . Karen Thiele 

. . . . . . . . . . Susan Weller 

. . . . . . . . Katherine Carter 

Ann Dixon, Ann Burrows, Sandra Mandeville 
Keath Hinsdale, Diane Rowell, Susan Stark, Leslie Blackwood 


Director 
Scenery . 

Stage Manager 
Properties . 
Make-up . 


TECHNICAL STAFF 

Mrs. Dorothy Ann Miller Worsham 
Mrs. Katherine Weller, Karen Hibbs, Carol Lord 

Karen Thiele, Susan Wilson 
Sheila Donoghue 
Gail Mayberry 
Martha Ferrini, Ann Flynn, Pamela Foote 
Alice Miller, Catherine Morrill 
H. B. 


FIRST TEAM BASKETBALL GAME 


Due to an epidemic of flu, the first team basketball game — originally scheduled 
for the Wednesday before vacation — was postponed until after vacation. The long 
overdue play-off was finally held on April 16th, a week after we returned from 
Spring Vacation. 

With good luck telegrams from various alumae to spur them on, both teams 
set out to win. At the half the score was Cae 25 and Kava 12. Kava would not give 
up the fight though, and in the last quarter both teams made an excellent showing. 
The game ended with a score of 47-33 in favor of Cae. Cae is to be congratulated 
for breaking Kava’s long term winning streak; and Kava is to be congratulated for 
their amazing spirit and good sportsmanship. 


Kava 

Argyle 
Copenhaver 
Crandell 
Dixon, Capt. 

Ferrini 

Mapes 

McGrath 

Rockwell 

Bridge, Manager 


Cae 

Bloomingdale 

Cornwall 

Dusseault 

Foote 

Grant, Capt. 

Litchfield 

Stark 

Thiele 

Mayberry, Manager 

J- v. 


SECOND TEAM BASKETBALL GAME 


After a long delay the basketball games were eventually played the first week 
after Spring Vacation. The second team game was played on the thirteenth of 
April. The captains were Barbara Washington for Kava and Betsy Candee for Cae. 

The game was a very rapid and strenuous one for the time that had elapsed since 
the last practice. Kava was ahead by a close margin right up to the end of the third 
quarter. At the beginning of the fourth quarter it was obvious that a change had 
taken place. The undauntable Caes had started to roll. They slowly but surely 
pulled away from Kava and won by a score of 49-30. 

Special credit should be given to Deborah Arnold of Cae who was the high 
scorer. Both of the clubs’ cheerleaders performed with their usual “vim and vigor.” 
Congratulations to both teams for their teamwork and spirit. 


Cae 

Arnold 

Candee, Capt. 

Gregory 

Lage 

Preston 

Schabacker 

Wilson 

Wolf 


Kava 

Hart 

Heiman 

Mason 

Nevius 

Page 

Sleeper 

Vaughan 

Washington, Capt. 
T. F. 



Basketball 

Cae: Left to right : Dusseault, Thiele, Stark, Mayberry, Litchfield, Cornwall, Grant, Bloom- 
ingdale, Foote. 



Kava : Left to right : Rockwell, Crandell, Copenhaver, Bridge, Argyle, Mapes, Dixon, Ferrini, 
McGrath. 



Softball 

Cae: Left to right : Morrill, Grant, Wilson, Gregory, Stark, Thiele, Foote, Burrows, Cornwall, 
Candee, Dusseault, Wolf, Litchfield. 



Kava: Left to right : Copenhaver, Latham, Curtin, Heiman, Dixon, Nevius, Letson, Fisher, 
Mapes, Rockwell, Crandell, Sleeper. 


ST. MARK’S CONCERT AND DANCE 

After a three quarters of an hour wait and no rehearsal, which would have been 
a much needed one, nearly seventy girls went to dinner on March twenty-eighth with 
their St. Mark’s attendants. It seemed that at the last minute half of the expected 
escorts had practically killed themselves in hockey, basketball, or wrestling and were 
unable to attend the gala evening of song and dance. Of course the boys that the 
fortunate ones ended up with were not nearly as good-looking, athletic, excellent 
dancers, etc., as the young men they were supposed to have had - or so the grapevine 
carried it. 

The dinner was delicious, as usual, and after the R. H.’ers finished discussing 
the probabilities of the evening upstairs, the entire contingent moved to the gym. 
The concert began with everyone feeling nervous and aware of the lack of rehearsal. 
St. Mark’s Glee Club led off with a group of religious songs. Our Glee Club then 
sang a group including the popular “If I loved You” from Carousel. After some 
folk songs by St. Mark’s the highlight of the concert arrived — the combined Glee 
Clubs singing selections from South Pacific. The Octet should especially be com- 
plimented on their part in the semi-solos and Ann Dixon for her solo in these numbers. 

While the chairs were being removed everyone had a chance to appreciate the 
tasteful decorations in the gym. The South American motif was, agreed all, very 
effective. For the first time this year a professional band supplied the music. During 
the intermission both the Octet and a St. Mark’s group performed admirably. As 
eleven o’clock drew near the nearly unanimous opinion was that an excellent and 
exhausting time had been had by all. 

T. F. 

FATHERS’ WEEKEND 

On a beautiful twenty-fifth of April the girls of Rogers Hall had a different 
group of escorts. Debonair, singers, athletes, rich, and handsome our fathers cer- 
tainly entertained us royally. At one o’clock everyone gathered for a delicious bar- 
becue, thanks to Mrs. Tremble’s supervision and planning. After a successfid song- 
fest, for which the fathers should take the credit, an afternoon of softball, tennis, 
badminton, and talk followed. In softball the fathers trounced their offsprings com- 
pletely, but they had failed to realize that winners pay for refreshments. 

Everyone, including the hostesses, needed a rest at that point. While the dads 
returned to the motel to freshen up, their daughters prepared for dinner. Again Mrs. 
Tremble deserves our praise and thanks. I’m sure our mothers are going to be pes- 
tered until they learn how to fix apples as we had them that night. Now perhaps 
the most strenuous part of the day was fast approaching — the dance. Following two 
or three skits our attendants set out to prove that they didn’t have two left feet, knew 
the Charleston, and could keep up with anyone and everyone! They made it, but 
did their daughters? 

Sunday many brave ones returned to take us out to eat. Everyone agreed that 
the initial Father-Daughter Day had been a big success. Buttons McCarthy should 
be congratulated for her able leadership in running this gala affair. 

T. F. 

FOUNDER’S DAY 

Even a stranger passing before the white picket fence of Rogers Hall on this 
May second would have been aware that something special was happening. For that 
day was Founder’s Day, the first Saturday in May when all possible alumnae return 
to celebrate with Mrs. MacGay and her present students the anniversary of our 
school’s founder. 

After the traditional luncheon of chicken and lobster salad and homemade 
vanilla ice cream with fresh strawberries, we all enjoyed Mrs. MacGay’s speech 
and the reminiscences of some of the school’s earlier graduates. Following this was 
held the alumnae meeting which is always kept a deep, dark secret from all of the 
students. Then came a short concert by the Glee Club and the Octet. 

The last and perhaps the most outstanding feature of the afternoon was -the 
water ballet with its “South Pacific” setting. Except for a few technical difficulties, 
all went well and everyone leaving the exotic atmosphere of the pool room was 


enthusiastically praising the “South Pacific” mermaids and narrator Nellie Forbush 
(alias Julie Vaughan). 

As alumnae gathered up various belongings such as children and started for 
their homes, everyone agreed that Founder’s Day had been its usual huge success. 

S. R. 


SENIOR PROM 


The Rogers Hall Senior Prom officially began at 2:00, May 16th when the 
lawns of R. H. were suddenly transformed from the usual quiet sedateness to a maze 
of honking cars, suitcases and chattering couples. The arrival of gaiety set the pace 
for the entertainment that afternoon. This included ping-pong, badminton, strolls 
in Fort Hill Park and vicinity and a 3 : 30 tea dance in the cleverly decorated gym. 

At 5:00 the boys were taken by cabs to the Caswell Motel where they changed 
into dinner jackets. The halls of R. H. were alive with chattering and giggling girls 
and the rustling of brightly colored prom dresses. 

A buffet dinner of turkey, macaroni, peas and rolls with a dessert of ice cream 
and cakes began at 7:00 and continued until 8 : 00 when the first strains of music 
made by the Robert Hilmer Orchestra drifted in from the dining room. The motif 
was spring and soon the dance floor was filled with dancing couples almost com- 
pletely blotting out the flowers and potted plants. The atmosphere was gay and the 
surroundings romantic; what more could be needed to make a perfect spring prom. 

Sunday dawned bright and sunny. The delicious steak breakfast began at 10:30 
until 12:00 peaceful tranquility inspired by exhaustion reigned over R. H. Farewells 
were sadly said and a perfect prom weekend was brought to a close. 

D. R. 


SWIMMING MEET 


All of the students and many of the faculty were seated around the pool on 
May 18th waiting for the swimming meet between Cae and Kava to begin. 

The girls who were swimming for form went first. All in the poolroom was quiet, 
and steaming hot, as the girls moved slowly and with, what seemed to the specta- 
tors, absolute perfection. 

With a great deal of splashing, churning, and excitement the races began. As 
soon as Cae had a slight edge, Kava would catch up and the meet was nip and tuck 
from beginning to end. 

At the end of the last race everyone was waiting expectantly for the score, which 
was announced in favor of Cae 50-49. 

Kava should be congratulated for their wonderful sportsmanship and Cae for 
that little extra something which drove them on to victory. 


Cae 

Candee 

Dusseault 

Grant 

Mayberry 

Smith 

Thiele, Capt. 

Wells 

Wilson 

Manager : Gregory 


Kava 

Copenhaver 

Crandell 

Curtin 

Ferrini 

Flynn 

Mapes 

Page 

Rowell, Capt. 

Washington 

Manager : Donoghue 


D. T. 


SOFTBALL GAME 

On May 21, the first teams of both Cae and Kava assembled on the softball 
field for what was to be a most exciting game for the attending spectators. During 
the first inning, Cae roared forth with six runs to Kava’s one. From then on, Kava 
seemed to hit the balls directly into Cae’s gloves, and it was obvious that Cae held 
the advantage. Several homeruns and many long balls were hit by both teams dur- 
ing the game. The final score at the end of the sixth inning was eleven to eight with 
Cae on top. 



Swimming 

Cae* Left to right: Wilson, Grant, Mayberry, Kava : Left to right : Crandell, Curtin, Washing- 

Dusseault, Thiele, Gregory, Candee, Wells, Smith ton, Mapes, Copenhaver, Rowell, Donoghue, Flynn, 

Ferrini, Page. 



Glee Club 












II 
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Badminton 

Cae- Left to right . Dusseault, Foote, Wolf, Wil- Kava : Left to right . Dennler, Sleeper, Washing- 
son, Thiele ton, Heiman, Fisher. 

■ 
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Tennis 


Iae Left to right. Thiele, Foote, Wolf, Morrill, 
"andee. 


Kava. Left to right 
ton. Curtin, Crandell. 


Ferrini, Heiman, Washing- 




m. 



Cae 

Candee 

Dusseault, Capt. 

Cornwall 

Foote 

Grant 

Gregory 

Litchfield 

Morrill 

Stark 

Thiele 

Wilson 

Burrows, Mgr. 


Kava 

Copenhaver 

Crandell 

Curtain 

Dixon 

Fisher 

Heiman 

Joiner 

Latham 

Mapes 

Nevius 

Rockwell, Capt. 
Letson, Mgr. 
D. E. D 


TENNIS TOURNAMENT 

On May 27, Pam Foote (representing Cae) and Caroline Curtin (for Kava) 
met for the finals in the tennis match. Though it was hot, both girls played a very 
active game. However, Pam Foote came out on top to cinch the title for Cae with 
a score of 6-1. 

K. T. 


BACCALAUREATE 

On Sunday, May 31st, the Baccalaureate Service for the Rogers Hall class of 
1959 was held at All Souls Church. Reverend Johnson gave an inspiring sermon, 
dedicated to the seniors, entitled “A Question to Guide You,” based on the article 
“Is It Right” written by Pat Boone. 

Following the sermon a reception hour was held in the vestry of the church' 
and attended by seniors, their parents, and the faculty. 

This once in a lifetime service for the seniors was the perfect beginning of senior 
activities and the Commencement period and will long be remembered by all who 
attended. 

D. T. 


MUSICALE 

Sunday, May thirty-first, at three-thirty, the Rogers Hall glee club presented 
its finale, a concert for its guests including parents of many of the seniors. This 
year the glee club sang a number of songs from the popular musicals “The King and 
I,” “Flower Drum Song,” “Carousel,” and “South Pacific” and several pieces of 
different types, including Brahms “Cradle Song” at Mrs. MacGay’s special request. 
Besides the singing there was an added attraction: two piano duets by Miss LeButt 
and her able pupil, Barbara Cappi. 

While enjoying the refreshments served in the dining room after the program, 
everyone agreed that this commencement concert was the glee club’s best performance 
all year. 

S. R. 

CLASS DAY 

Traditionally following the lovely and laughable (?) Senior Luncheon is Class 
Day on the Monday before Commencement. Starting were the numerous athletic 
awards which included the presentation of the various cups that had been won 
throughout the year by Cae and Kava. Badminton and tennis prizes were given to 
Karen Thiele and Pam Foote. For the second year in a row Linda Benner received 
a cup for her excellent posture. One of the high points of the ceremony was now at 
hand — the announcement of next year’s President and Vice President of Cae and 
Kava. Ann Dixon and Gail Stockwell are the officers of Kava and Tibby Gregory 
and Georgia Grant for Cae. 

After the clubs sang their songs the program was turned over to the Seniors. The 
Octet sang for the last time this year and Nancy McGrath read the class prophecy. 
This was written in the form of letters and was extremely original. Julie Vaughan 


then read the class will. As always this presented a very humorous note to the entire 
proceedings. Class Day closed with the Seniors singing their song and the undergrads 
responding. Everything was in a lighter vein leading up to the seriousness of Com- 
mencement. 


AWARDS 
CLUB CUPS 


Hockey Kava 

Volleyball Kava 

Basketball Cae 

Swimming Cae 

Softball Cae 


INDIVIDUAL AWARDS 

Badminton Karen Thiele 

Tennis Cup Pamela Foote 

Posture Cup Linda Benner 

RED CROSS LIFE SAVING AWARDS 
Mary Louise Argyle Ann Dixon 

Deborah Arnold Georgia Grant 

Ann Burrows Barbara Lage 

Elizabeth Candee Nancy McGrath 

Cynthia Crandell Elisa Sleeper 

Caroline Curtin Julie Vaughan 

R. H. AWARDS: Given to those who have earned a total of fifty or more points. 

Points are given for athletic ability, captains, managers, life- 
saving, good sportsmanship, posture, attitude and effort, and 
neatness. 


Cae 

Bloomingdale, Jennifer 
Candee, Elizabeth 
Dusseault, Johanna 
Foote, Pamela 
Grant, Georgia 
Gregory, Mary 
Morrill, Catherine 
Stark, Susan 
Wilson, Susan 
Wolf, Linda 


Kava 

Copenhaver, Joanne 
Crandell, Cynthia 
Curtin, Caroline 
Dixon, Ann 
Donoghue, Sheila 
Ferrini, Martha 
Heiman, Karen 
Mapes, Mary 
McGrath, Nancy 
Page, Lucy 
Rockwell, Carolyn 
Sleeper, Elisa 
Vaughan, Julie 
Washington, Barbara 


NEATNESS AWARDS 

Hall Muriel Hahn and Pamela Pooler 

House Caroline Curtin and Janet King 

Shedd Linda Benner and Suzanne Bridsri 

T. F. 


THE COMMENCEMENT PLAY 

The Madwoman of Chaillot by Jean Giradoux was presented the night before 
graduation. An outstanding performance was given by the madwoman Julie Vaughan 
and the audience was held captive by the rollicking antics of the other three mad- 
women, Karen Thiele, Gail Stockwell and Betts Copenhaver. Surely this play with 
its unforgettable scheme for setting the troubles of the world aright brought the year 
to a dramatic close. 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 

The Waiter .......... Nancy McGrath 

The Little Man ......... Deborah Latham 

The Prospector .......... Susan Weller 

The President .......... Nancy Nevius 

The Baron .......... Barbara Gifford 







Scenes from The Madwoman of Chaillot 



The Street Singer ..... 

The Flower Girl ...... 

The Ragpicker ...... 

The Deaf Mute ...... 

Irma ......... 

The Shoelace Peddler ..... 

The Broker ....... 

Countess Aurelia, the Madwoman of Chaillot 
The Doorman ...... 

Pierre ........ 

The Policeman ...... 

The Sergeant ...... 

The Sewer-man ...... 

Mme. Constance, the Madwoman of Passy . 

Mile. Gabrielle, the Madwoman of St. Sulpice 
Mme. Josephine, the Madwoman of La Concorde 
The Second President ..... 

The Second Prospector .... 

The Press Agents ..... 

Therese ....... 

Paulette ...... 

Voices ....... 


Ukelele Player 


Jean Lindsay 
Joy Schabacker 
Susan Crumpacker 
Diane Rowell 
Mary Louise Argyle 
Susan Stark 
Theodora Fisher 
Julie Vaughan 
Alice Miller 
Johannah Dusseault 
Katherine Carter 
Susan Wilson 
Jennifer Bloomingdale 
Gail Stockwell 
Joanne Copenhaver 
Karen Thiele 
Nancy Fiske 
Ann Burrows 
Sheila Donoghue, Deborah Litchfield 

Deborah Arnold 
Pamela Pooler 
Linda Benner, Martha Ferrini 
Karen Heiman, Suellen McCarthy 
Caroline Curtin 


Scenes 

Act I — The Cafe Terrace of Chez Francis 

Act II — The Countess’ Cellar — 21 Rue de Chaillot 


Technical Staff 

Director ....... Mrs. Dorothy Ann Miller Worsham 

Stage Manager ......... Sheila Donoghue 

Scenery ..... Mrs. Katherine Weller, Jennifer Bloomingdale, 

Ann Burrows, Karen Hibbs, Carol Lord 
Properties .......... Carolyn Rockwell 

Make Up ...... Martha Ferrini, Ann Flynn, Karen Hibbs, 

Barbara Lage, Alice Miller 

Sound ............ Ann Dixon 

Piano Music ........ Miss Dorothy A. LeButt 

Costume Mistress ........ Catherine Morrill 

D. R. 


COMMENCEMENT 

Although Commencement Day was gay and rainy, to the Seniors the day was 
clear and the world was shining. 

Dr. Culbert G. Rutenber of the Andover Newton Theological School delivered 
the address and gave us much food for thought in his pointed remarks as to the deeper 
significance of the simple words “I” and “You.” His talk was followed by the long 
awaited presentation of diplomas by the Honorable John C. Leggat, President of 
the Board of Trustees. 

Then came Suellen’s presentation of the class gift to the school and Mrs. Mac- 
Gay’s gracious acceptance. 

After an informal buffet which followed graduation, the student body said good- 
by for the summer and left Rogers Hall to three months of recuperation. 
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AWARDS AND HONORS 


The Underhill Honor — College Preparatory 

Julie Vaughan 

Parsons Award — General Course 

Carol Lord 


Honor Roll — Average 85% 


Mary Louise Argyle 
Jennifer Bloomingdale 
Susan Camp 
Elizabeth Candee 
Susan Crum packer 
Theodora Fisher 


Nancy Fiske 
Louise Hart 
Jane Miers 
Pamela Murray 
Sarah Robinson 


or above 

Diane Rowell 
Susan Shwartz 
Elisa Sleeper 
Julie Upham 
Julie Vaughan 
Joan Winer 


Helen Hill Award — Caroline Curtin 


Athletic Cup — Joanne Copenhaver 


Art Prize — Jennifer Bloomingdale 
Honorable Mention — Carol Lord., Karen Thiele 


Dramatics — Julie Vaughan 
Honorable Mention 

Jennifer Bloomingdale Barbara Gifford Susie Weller 

Joanne Copenhaver Susan Crumpacker Gail Stockwell 

Mary Louise Argyle 


Ann Dixon 
Nancy Fiske 


Bible — J ulie Upham 
Honorable Mention 

Jane Miers Jeanne Lindsay 

Diane Rowell 


Marilynn Cosman 
Sarah Robinson 


Music Appreciation — Mary Mapes 
Honorable Mention 

Elna Studley Susan Weller 

Wendy Wilkinson 


Current Events 
Nancy Fiske — Class 
Jean Lindsay — Assembly 
Honorable Mention 

Jennifer Bloomingdale Louise Hart Susan Lumb 

Theodore Fisher Judith Mason 


Splinters — Nancy Nevius 


D. T. 


umnae ews 


Marriages 

April 27, 1959 — Priscilla Spalding Zacher to Mr. Douglas Channing Scott in 
Concord, Massachusetts. Mr. and Mrs. Scott are at home at 15 Pilgrim Road, West 
Hartford, Connecticut. 

June 13, 1959 — Julia Hutson to Mr. George Barnes Secor, Jr., in Racine, 
Wisconsin. 

June 27, 1959 — Cheryl Powers to Mr. Howard Smith Buhl in Grosse Pointe 
Farms, Michigan. 

Births 

A daughter, Lisa Carroll, to Mr. and Mrs. John D. Nichols (Virginia Miner) 
in September, 1958. 

A daughter, Jane, to Mr. and Mrs. Charles R. Penhaligen (Ann Fletcher) on 
April 13, 1959. The Penhaligens make their home in Medland, Michigan, where 
their address is 3301 Boston Street. 


Deaths 

Helen Lowell Hainan in East Weymouth, Massachusetts, April 1959. 

Mildred Robinson Killough, May 15, 1959. 

General 

A letter to Mrs. MacGay from Cheryl Powers Buhl, written before her marriage 
which is reported in this issue, told us of the plans for her wedding. Polly Duane Ap- 
plegate was to be Cherry’s matron of honor. Last fall Cherry was a member of Polly’s 
wedding party and was also one of Sally Allen Souder’s bridesmaids, but as the Sou- 
ders are somewhere in California with the L T nited States Air Force, Sally could not be 
in Cherry’s wedding party. Penny Allen, however, was to be a bridesmaid. Cherry’s 
“Howie” is also in the service, stationed at Monterey, California. They have rented 
a house in Carmel, where they will live until his discharge next February. 

We have news of Nina Lindenberg through her mother, Florence Ganson Lin- 
denberg. Nina has finished her second year at The University of New Mexico and 
has done very well. She has joined a mountain-climbing club as well as The Anthro- 
pology Club. The Lindenbergs have a very interesting summer ahead of them. They 
are to take Florence’s mother on a trip to Scotland. They plan to rent a car so that 
they can tour the country, which sounds like fun ! 

Charlotte Marsh was a member of T he Freshman Choir this year at Westmin- 
ster Choir College. She loves her courses there and hopes to major in voice. 

Ginny Miner Nichols and her husband, John, live in Chatham, New Jersey, at 
73 Chatham Street. Ginny writes that Missy Steen Rex lives within a twenty minute 
drive of her in Scotch Plains, New Jersey, but unfortunately they have seen each other 
only twice. Ginny was most enthusiastic about Missy’s house, which she said was 
lovely. 


In our last issue we reported that we had heard that Mariella Pomar had gone 
to Europe to study. Now we have had a letter from her and know that it is no^ n ae. 
She is still in Lima, Peru, where she has a position with the Canadian Embassy She 
finds her work most interesting and she also likes living at home. Next Sepr.mber 
Mariella will have a vacation, which she plans to spend in New York. She also hopes 
to visit Rogers Hall at that time. We certainly hope so, too. She’ll be most welcome 
whenever she can come. 

Miss Ramsay had a most interesting letter from Anne Harvey Sexton, who now 
lives at 40 Clearwater Road, Newton Lower Falls, Massachusetts. Anne wrote that 
although she would have liked to go back to college on a full-time basis, it had been 
impossible. Therefore, she has taken courses at Boston University Graduate School, 
Tufts University, and a summer course at Antioch College. She did exceedingly well 
in all these courses. The most exciting and important event in Anne’s life, however, 
was the acceptance last month by Houghton Mifflin of her first book of poetry for 
publication. It will not be out for at least a year, she says, but she was signing the 
contract on the day she wrote to Miss Ramsay. She has had poems published in many 
magazines already: two in The New Yorker, two in Harper’s Magazine, one ip, The 
Yale Review, a group of three in The Hudson Review, and a long one in The Hudson 
Review as well as many others in similar literary quarterlies. Anne has given .a, read- 
ing at The Poet’s Theatre in Cambridge, Massachusetts, and this month will n + pke a 
radio broadcast sometime in June for a New York station. She has also re' d her 
poetry to various clubs and groups throughout greater Boston. Certainly Anne sounds 
to us to be a most important figure in the literary world. Naturally we are tremen- 
dously proud of her and happy that she gives great credit to her early studies at 
Rogers Hall. 

Vickie Kiser visited school shortly after Commencement. Having completed 
her course at The American Academy of Dramatic Art in New York, Vickie is 
thrilled to have been selected to serve as an apprentice with The Group Twenty Play- 
ers this summer at The Theatre on the Green in Wellesley. She is working hard, 
helping to make sets and doing all sorts of odd jobs. In their opening presentation, 
however, “Much Ado About Nothing,” she was chosen for two or three walk-on parts, 
which, of course, was most gratifying. Next winter Vickie plans further study in 
New York. 

As Jean MacGay Curtiss’ husband, Bill, has been transferred to the head office 
of his firm, Owens Corning Fiberglas, in Toledo, Ohio, she will be leaving California 
at the end of the summer. Of course Jean and Bill and their two boys, Tony and 
Alan, are loath to leave the lovely new home in Woodside, which they have been in 
for only a few weeks as this goes to press. Also at this time they have not found a 
house in the Toledo area, so we do not have an address to report in this issue. Jean 
is planning a house-hunting trip to Ohio next month, however, and we trust that they 
will have a satisfactory new home before September rolls around! 

Ruth Bailey Papazian has reason to be extremely proud of her husband, George, 
as he was graduated this June from The Lowell Technological Institute, receiving 
his B. S. degree with highest honors. For achieving the most distinguished academic 
record in his class he was given the President’s Key and for attaining an outstanding 
scholastic record in the textile division he was awarded the Cotton Medal. George 
has accepted a position as a research engineer with Joseph Bancroft and Sons Com- 
pany in Wilmington, Delaware. As this is being written Ruth and George are in 
Wilmington looking for an apartment. They plan to move to Wilmington next month. 
Ruth hopes to teach in the Wilmington school system next year. We wish them the 
very best of good luck ! 


Anne Wellesley Howes Sprinkle was graduated this June from Salem College 
in v iston Salem, North Carolina. We also assume that Rogers Hall was represented 
amo^'T the graduates of the following colleges and junior colleges: Martha Milan 
Plummet from Leslie College; Helen Yafa Meyerhoff from Lake Forest College; 
Marjorie Robinson from Boston University; Cynthia Boynton from Lasell Junior 
College; Carol Bowes from Marjorie Webster Junior College; Nicole Barson, Audrey 
Hockmeyer, and Vanessa Noble from Pine Manor Junior College; Jane Packard 
from Westbrook Junior College; Judith Parker from Centenary College for Women; 
and Elaine Vargis from Endicott Junior College. Two years ago, having graduated 
from Pine Manor Junior College, Constance Veevers transferred to Denison Uni- 
versity, where she was a member of this year’s graduating class. Connie has a fascina- 
ting experience in store for her. On July 2nd she will sail for England with a group 
of five students who are to take part in The Experiment in International Living pro- 
gram in India. A summer or two ago Connie went to the Scandanavian countries 
under the auspices of this plan. The group will spend a few days in London and then 
will fly to Bombay. During the ensuing weeks they will live with several Indian 
families in order to get an insight into the way in which various levels of society in 
that country live. The program ends the first of September, but Connie will go on 
to B’ ,r "na to visit one of her Denison classmates. This will give her the opportunity 
i Low people live in still another country. Connie will be in Burma for a num- 
l weeks and will return home on a freighter. It certainly sounds like a remark- 
able n±p. We envy her. 

Many of the older alumnae will be interested to hear that Mrs. MacGay and 
Miss Mulhern recently called on Miss Bagster at her home in Harvard, Massachusetts. 
They found her remarkably well and proud of the fact that last March 24th she 
celebrated her 92nd birthday. Miss Bagster remembered everyone and was as keenly 
interested in all Rogers Hall doings as if she had left here only yesterday. In so 
many ways a truly wonderful person! 
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SPLINTERS 


COURIER-CITIZEN COMPANY 

Printers and Lithographers 



PLANTS 

Lowell, Mass. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Chicago, III. 
Gainesville, Ga. 
Jacksonville, Texas 
Centerville, Iowa 
Kendallville, Ind. 
Allentown, Pa. 

San Francisco, Cal. 


SALES OFFICES 

Baltimore, Md. 
Boston, Mass. 

New York, N. Y. 
Hartford, Conn. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
Atlanta, Ga. 

Dallas, Texas 
Columbus, Ohio 
Des Moines, Iowa 
Kansas City, Mo. 
San Francisco, Cal. 
Los Angeles, Cal. 


SPLINTERS 


WOOD-ABBOTT CO. 

Established 1872 


Diamond Merchants and Jewelers 


175 MERRIMACK STREET 


LOWELL, MASS. 


Compliments of 

ARTHUR DIXON TRANSFER COMPANY 


Chicago, Illinois 


SPLINTERS 



Lowell’s Largest Furniture Store 
featuring furniture in all price ranges 
Since 1886 

Complete Home Furnishers 


Get it at 

Parkway Prescription Pharmacy 

James J. Queenan, Reg. Ph . Mg. 

309 Rogers Street Lowelll, Massachusetts 

Free Delivery Tel: GL 4-4831 


Serving 

Lowell - Chelmsford - Dracut - Tewksbury 


TRULL'S FLOWER STUDIO 


467 RIVER RD. 

RICHARD TRULL 


Tel. GLenview 4-7983 


TEWKSBURY, MASS. 

CLINTON RICHARDSON 


SPLINTERS 


Serving 

Merrimack Valley 
for 123 years 
the store 
with MORE 


McKEEN* STUDIO 

Your Portrait Photographer for 
SPLINTERS 

66 MERRIMACK STREET HAVERHILL, MASS. 



Compliments of 

Jane Tooher Sport Clothes, Inc. 

711 Boylston Street 
Boston 16, Mass. 

Official Outfitter for ROGERS HALL 


SPLINTERS 



YOU'LL FIND 
YOUR BEST BUYS 


IN NEW 


BLOUSES 


AT ONE OF 
NEW ENGLAND'S 
FINEST STORES . . . 


The BON MARCHE 



SOLD AT 

BENNETT HARDWARE CO. 

Plumbing, Heating, Farm Supplies 

269 Dutton SL Division of 

Lowell, Mass. McKittrick Hardware Co. 


Buckland Printing Co. 


LOWELL MASS. 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 


BRIDGE MANUFACTURING CO. 


Hazardville, Conn. 


Compliments of 



Clothes & Accessories of the 



Better Type 



Shops in Andover & Bradford, Mass. 


35 Paige Street 
Lowell 

Next to Y.W.C.A. 


Heating & Cooling Equipment 
— Fuels — 

D. T. SULLIVAN CO. 

1012 GORHAM ST. TEL. GL 4-7857 


SPLINTERS 


E. C. Pearson Painting Co., Inc. 

Interior Decorators and Painting Contractors 


IMPORTED and DOMESTIC 

PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES 

WALLPAPERS 

AND ENAMELS 

90 HAMPSHIRE STREET 

LOWELL, MASS. 

Compliments of 

CONANT'S GROCERY 

Compliments 

Compliments 

°f 

of 

American Cleaning Co. 

GENE'S 


SPLINTERS 



Established 1898 


Telephone GL 2-4771 


DOUGLAS & COMPANY, INC. 


SLATE, GRAVEL, TILE AND METAL 
ROOFING 

CORNICE AND SKYLIGHT WORK 


“ Approved. Bird Roofer” 


147 Rock Street 


Lowell, Mass. 


STANLEY C. MARSDEN 

ELECTRICAL CONTRACTOR 


515 Wilder St. 
Lowell 


GLenview 2-4482 


Leaders 


Compliments of 

DR. WM. R. PEPIN 



fashion 



SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 

AMALIA inc. 

DRS. PORTER and TUCKER 

Specialists in All Phases 
of TREE and LANDSCAPE 


SERVICE 

Optometrists 

Manchester 300 Andover 5-1848 



INSURANCE SPECIALISTS 

Since 1865 

FRED. C. CHURCH & CO. 

24 Merrimack St., Lowell 
Tel. GL 8-6838 


FREDERIC C. CHURCH, Boston 
HENRY F. FESSENDEN, Lowell 
NEWELL L. FOSTER, Lowell 
ROY F. WELLS, Chelmsford 
BRANFORD S. BRANNON, Lowell 


WETHERBEE LAMSON, C.L.U., Westford 
EDWARD D. HOWE, CPCU, Dunstable 
KENTON P. WELLS, Chelmsford 
IRVING MEREDITH, JR., Littleton 
JOHN F. REILLY, JR., Lowell 


SPLINTERS 


Sales and Service 
Lowell Motor Sales Inc. 


135 Middlesex St. 
Lowell 



Tel. GL 8-6871 


Compliments of 


HIGHLAND LAUNDRY 


Compliments of 

EASTERN TREE SERVICE, CO. 

428 BROADWAY 
LOWELL, MASSACHUSETTS 
GLenview 3-3979 


F. J. FLEMINGS, INC. 


PAPER PRODUCTS 


145 Perry St. 


Lowell 


Compliments of 

BRADT BAKERY, INC. 

BAKERS OF FINE CRACKERS 
SINCE 1833 


Whiting St. 


Lowell, Mass. 


FINEST OF SEA FOOD 
IN SEASON 

“ For Your Health’s Sake, Eat 
More Fish” 

W. J. HOARE 

Tel. 2-3571 461 Lawrence St. 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 


DR. FRANK BRADY 


Derby Electric 
Company 

82 MIDDLE ST. 
LOWELL, MASS. 




GL 9-9361 


Compliments of 


Thomas J. Sullivan 


LOWELL GAS CO. 


81 E. MERRIMACK 


New England Exterminating Co. 

20 Hurd Street 
LOWELL. MASS. GL 2-9621 
Nashua TU 9-9191 
Lawrence 3-2320 


Good Luck Seniors 


Compliments of 


DR. L. B. COPENHAVER 


SPLINTERS 


STATIONERS 

GIFT SHOP— TOY SHOP 

Typewriters For Sale and For Rent 

Compliments of 

G. C. PRINCE & SON 

INC. 

108 MERRIMACK ST. 

DR. BOYDEN PILLSBURY 

DRINK MORE MILK 

Complimeyits of 


GAUMONT BROTHERS 

for BETTER HEALTH 

Lowell's Leading Radio and Television Store 


338 MERRIMACK ST. 


Opp. City Hall 

Greeting cards for all members of 
the family for all seasons of the year. 

DILLON 

PHOTO FINISHING 

• 

lor 

DONALDSON’S 

“Bonded Cleaning* 

LOWELL, MASS. 

"On the Sunny Side of Merrimack St." 

EAST MERRIMACK ST. 

One hundred and eighteen years 
a prescription store 

F. and E. BAILEY & CO. 

THE BARROWS TRAVEL 
SERVICE, INC. 

Prescription Specialists 

79 Merrimack St. 19 John St. 

Lowell, Mass. 

MAIN OFFICE 

62 CENTRAL STREET 

LOWELL, MASS. 

Tel. GL 9-9313 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 

George E. Putnam 

207 MARKET STREET LOWELL, MASS. 


Compliments of 

C. H. HOBSON & SON 


TOWING ROAD SERVICE 


Blackstock's Gaiage 

AUTOMOBILE REPAIRING 

572 ROGERS STREET 
Lowell, Mass. 


Compliments of 


POST OFFICE LOCKSMtiH 
SHOP 


Dial 2-4871 


Compliments of 

DR. WM. R. PEPIN 


ROBERT ROLLINS 
BLAZERS Inc. 


832 Broadway New York 3, N. Y. 


Specialized Blazer Service 
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One of the most discussed aspects of American life is the softness of 
its youth. Forever the young people of today hear tales concerning five 
mile walks through snow to reach school and other feats requiring physical 
durability that is sadly lacking in modern children. 

Perhaps this is a serious problem but an even more important prob- 
lem with a definite solution is the mental softness of today’s youth. As this 
is an extremely broad field let us examine one section, that of reading. 

We live in an age of condensation. Instead of our brains expanding 
through reading more it is shrinking to meet the size of the book. There 
are many excellent condensations of both fiction and non-fiction books, 
by means of which students could profit by reading, but these are not 
what they read. “Classic” comic books are more popular, or “One Hundred 
English Novels” in one hundred pages. If a student is reading a magazine, 
a solid page of print devoid of pictures and with the word “Editorial” at 
the top simply makes him turn the page faster. 

There is a growing lack of intellectual curiosity and an apathy in read- 
ing which must discourage many learned men. Many new inventions, es- 
pecially television and the movies, take much of the blame. Perhaps these 
deserve it but parents and teachers should be blamed equally. They say 
that they cannot force children to read but many only need encouragement. 
Every grade in school should have a definite reading program throughout 
the year after the initial “learning to read” period is over. I have heard 
of schools or rather teachers who in no way encourage outside reading. 
I feel that besides lacking the common knowledge that is gained from the 
“Classics,” the student is missing a much needed opportunity to develop 
initiative. 

As in physical fitness, mental awareness cannot sweep the country 
overnight. A new attitude must be formed in the minds of American 
children. But first, Americans must recognize the situation, realize that 
a change has taken place and want to improve. Perhaps some day in the 
future a child reading quietly in a room without being glued to a television 
screen will not be the exception but the rule. 
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A CREATURE OF GOD 


In my opinion, one of the most beautiful creatures that God has cre- 
ated takes form in the horse. Unaltered by what man prefers in him, he re- 
sembles strength, majesty, and intelligence, the latter of which many 
people decidedly do not realize. Some people would rather watch a horse 
in action, guided by a rider. If one has ever experienced the feeling of 
mastering a horse, thinking of the more simple forms of mastery, he can 
fully appreciate the excellent teamwork and coordination of a skillful 
rider and a well trained horse. However, in my mind I would much prefer 
to watch a horse enjoying freedom. This creature, flying along at a gallop, 
resembles beauty which is to me unsurpassed. Mane and tail flying in the 
wind, neck proudly arched, and slender but strong legs pounding over the 
ground, eating it up mile by mile. When this flighty creature comes to a 
stop he seems to survey the world as his own; with his head held high, nos- 
trils dilated, and eyes flashing, he seems to be saying — 

“I am king, and all others must bow down before me.” 

He is magnificant, proud, and gentle all at one time. He can also be dis- 
tainful of his fellow creatures and even of humans. He seems to me a 
creature of God, — unequalled by mortals. 


Barbara Smith, ’60 


TIME PASSES 

Climbing up a scenic mountain, 

Listening to the sounds of God, 

Looking as the leaves float by, 

I feel so free — 
climbing . . . 

listening . . . 
looking . . . 

Gliding down a snowy trail, 

Feeling the wind against my face, 

Knowing that I’m not alone, 

I am so happy — 
gliding . . . 

feeling . . . 

knowing . . . 

Walking along a blooming lane, 

Seeing the buds appear once more, 

Hearing the songs of the first few birds, 

I am so lucky — 
walking . . . 
seeing . . . 

hearing . . . 

Swimming gracefully through the ripples, 

Enjoying the freshness of the air, 

Hoping the day would last forever, 

I am so content — 
swimming . . . 
enjoying . . . 
hoping. 

Knowing this is God’s own world, 

Believing there is none so great, 

Loving life the way I do, 

I am thankful — 
knowing . . . 

believing . . . 
loving. 

Pamela Murray, ’60 


PEACE 
A thousand nights 
A hundred fleeting dreams 
A vision met and rarely seen. 


Hal Maguire, ’61 


THE AWAKENING 

He was asleep. It was no ordinary sleep, relieving, relaxed, induced 
by instinct, but rather like a repose of death. Sleep passes through stages 
of depth until upon reaching the final black abyss it remains undisturbed 
and unpenetrated by visions and dreams. A regenerating, inactive state, 
yet his had passed from inactivity to oblivion and because he was my son, 
my heart was troubled, my mind worried. 

This suspension of mind was unnatural for one usually so active, so 
alert. Even in sleep he usually thrashed about, disarranging his covers 
as well as his body so that his arms became wrapped around his head and 
his feet placed in the most awkward positions. Now as I looked down upon 
his little bed, I scrutinized the occupant, taking in the blackness of his hair 
against the white pillow, the relaxed contours of his mouth and the little 
white hands folded one over the other on the blanket. How like his father. 
God had given me the exact replica of my love to salve my soul and fill 
my heart when he took my life’s breath away so cruelly. As I now surveyed 
my son I was frightened, for his sleep was one of complete unconciousness, 
dormant, quiescent. 

For hours I sat beside him watching every breath until at the dawn his 
hands moved, his lids slid open and brown eyes stared at me at first unrec- 
ognizing but then lighting with love, for here was his security. My son had 
returned from that frightening stupor of unconscious sleep and my soul 
was quieted. 

Diane Rowell, ’60 

CONTRASTS 

Before me stood a castle 

A towering 
Fabric 
Of Stone. 

Gigantic 

Solid. 

A masterpiece of beautv 

In 

Its 

Day. 

But now 
Cold 
Ever so 
Cold. 

A mark of the past 

Signifying nothing 
To 
Our 

Generation. 


Nancy Nevius, ’61 


THE BLACK IMAGE 

Smoke from the chimney swirls 
In dark, black, ominous clouds, 

Silhouetting on the sky a reminder 
That man’s toil has been repaid. 

To the executive: These swirls of smoke, 

Symbolizing material things, — 

Clothes, furniture, automobiles, — 

Have only tangible significance. 

To the housewife: These black clouds, 

Recalling to mind the sorrow 
That makes her life uncertain, 

Are omens of evil in the world. 

To the youngster: These puffs of smoke, 

Signifying that an immense factory 
Is filled with workers and produce, 

Mean that great work is in operation. 

To the factory -worker: These clouds of smoke, 
Signifying the sweat and toil 
Necessary for making the produce, 

Are his life and his all. 

Linda Wolf. ’61 



HATE 


Hate is an overworked word in our day and age. There are people 
who hate everything, people who hate moderately, and those who claim 
they don’t hate anything. When a person uses this word flippantly or casu- 
ally, he is usually unaware of the deep meaning these four letters have be- 
hind them, and will always have behind them. 

A few years ago I claimed I hated everybody and everything, making 
life miserable and unhappy for everyone who lived around me and my 
bitter shell. Nothing seemed to go right, as a result of my selfish attitude, 
which had started the surge of meaningless hate. 

At long last I was awakened from this fate of hating things, by a very 
dear and wise person, a Commander. I talked with him for hours on this 
destructive subject and learned what hate really was. 

During the war with Germany this man’s brother had been put in a 
concentration camp, and was, of course, badly treated. A feeling against 
Hitler and his Nazi government grew so intense that he felt he had the 
power to stamp across the ocean and tear Hitler and his army apart with 
bare hands. This he told me was the feeling of real hate, something no 
one should ever experience, for if he does, the event will always be remem- 
bered with a vividness one would not desire. 

He related this example of hate to another. While saying good-night 
to his small son he had denied him some toy; consequently, his son looked 
up and said, “I hate you.” Naturally the Commander knew his son did not 
realize what he was saying; nevertheless, that word had seared across his 
heart like a knife. 

It was then that I became aware of how my attitude must have affect- 
ed the people around me. An awareness that once discovered, I did not like. 

Tearing down the shell and taking a bright view of life isn’t an easy 
job, but the more you thing about the true meaning of hate, the more you 
want to encounter the word love. You look around and see other people 
in that obscure pit you have finally crawled out of, and that simple, small, 
yet so meaningful word goes spinning around in your head to such a de- 
gree you never want to see or hear it again. 

However odd it may seem, hate is sometimes closely related to the 
word love. You may love someone dearly, and yet hate him at the same 
time. Love in this case is usually deep and lasting, but the people involved 
do not want to realize this; therefore, they dig out each other’s faults so in- 
tensely that they claim they have sutlicient reasons to hate. In other words 
hate and love are two members of a constant and vicious circle. As long 
as life continues ‘hate’ will exist, equipped with its poisoning claws, ready 
to sting all in some shape, manner, or form. 


Elisa Sleeper, ’60 




THE CONICAL HAT 

The scene? The First Annual Boston Jazz Festival, 1959. Awaiting 
the next performance is the most enthusiastic crowd in the festival’s short 
history — I know, for I attended the two nights before this. Quiet! You pop- 
corn-eaters can’t possibly hear the announcer. There. “And now the cool 
jazz of Mister Thelonious Monk — Thelonious . . .” 

He’s just as you might picture him. Dark complexion, conical yellow 
hat (appears to be bamboo), short tan smock, and tight trousers of the 
same hue, accent the musician some men have called ugly. He’s sitting at 
the piano, the lights dim to an icy blue, and the Monk’s long and ungainly 
shadow is cast on the white backdrop. His goatee seems enormous now. 
With the baggy sleeves of his smock pushed high, Thelonious’ trained 
fingers glide swiftly over the keyboard, and the sad melodious notes of 
“Saint James’ Infirmary Blues’’ flow forth somewhat like the patter of 
spring rain on winter’s snow. He’s nodding — nodding to some of the great- 
est accompanists in the world. Cool notes issue from the sax, a muted 
blare lingers in the trombone, and now the regular thumping of the base 
emerges from the background along with the snaring of drums. 

The music is not Dixieland, nor is it Chicago or West Coast Jazz; The- 
lonious employs his own style apart from that of any other group of mu- 
sicians. He embodies the sadness of the moderns, the spirit of old New 
Orleans’ artists, and the perfection of the Boston Symphony Orchestra in 
every selection. Tonight if you could have heard and seen it, you would 
understand. 

Diane E. Dubrule, ’60 

LA REPONSE 

Why is there 
Blue sky, 

Green grass, 

Black earth. 

Man, 

Woman, 

Child, 

Tall mountain, 

Flat plain, 

Deep river. 

Life — Death 
Love — Hate, 

Beauty — Ugliness. 

Good — Bad? 


God. 


Carolyn Rockwell, ’61 


MAN 
Let Z be man. 

Let X be organic. 

Let Y be inorganic. 

X + Y = Z 

Let not soul be considered. 

Let not God be considered. 

For: (0) (X) + (0) (Y) = Z 
Z = 0 

Yet the clergy preaches. 

Diane E. Dubrule, *60 

THE STRANGER IN TOWN 

A cry comes at dawn in the city, 

Sharp in the crisp, faint light. 

In this dank, dirty place 

It is the purest sound to be heard. 

Probably no one else listened, 

But to me forgotten dreams appeared: 

The waves of sea-bitten grass on a hill 
And the roll of the tide on the shore. 

I waited in vain, the city was quiet. 

The gull flew home. 

Theodora Fisher, ’60 



THE LURE OF THE UNKNOWN 

Have you ever felt like experiencing something new? If you have, 
you can understand the feeling of my family and me when we first caught 
sight of an eating establishment of one of our better-known macaroni com- 
panies, located just over the big bridge in Vulcher’s Cove on Cape Trout. 
Actually the desire to languish in this small fortress proclaimed by a sign 
reminiscent of a tilted water tower was stimulated even more by the subtle 
groans arising from the direction of the abdomen, subtle groans literally 
screeching, “Food,” “Food.” 

“Ah,” we are told, “the pleasures of dining out are immeasurable.” 
Just imagine the atmosphere — a delightfully clean, glassed in, screened 
in porch papered with an attractive mural of what seemed to remind 
people of the Bay of Naples. Of course you’ve visited the Bay — hasn’t 
everyone? The soft lilting music of the gondoliers carries you back to old 
Venice. Soon the sweet sounds are accompanied from another quarter. 
The shimmering dulcet tones of whining children, tones like those of 
squealing pigs at mash time. 

Your tables, around which you all sit, are about three by three, feet 
that is, and all have a rather quaint little rock to them. The matching 
chairs are most comfortable with soft yellow seats; but unfortunately they 
are ornamented with some perfectly lovely wrought-iron clusters of grapes 
which fit snugly into the small of your back, producing the effect of being 
slowly and tortuously knifed. 

Is your father an avid coffee drinker? If he is, you can easily under- 
stand how our poor breadwinner felt after not having had a cup of coffee 
from seven o’clock in the morning until eight o’clock at night. His joy at 
finally reaching the stimulant that would carry him through the long trip 
home was indescribable. However, after having gallantly given up the first 
cup of coffee to Mother and then finding out that these people had dared to 
run out of coffee, his expression at that moment was even more indescrib- 
able. One look at his face, which could be read like a thermometer, and 
showed an obviously rising blood pressure, was all that was necessary to 
convince Mother to give up her own cup of coffee grounds. 

Shortly after this harrowing experience, our hot, steaming spaghetti 
with clam sauce arrived. 

It is easy to realize that in this world of high prices, economy is the 
watchword. Therefore I fully agree with the use of paper plates. However, 
when it comes to using three and one half inch forks to eat twelve inch 
spaghetti, I put my foot down. I could see the headlines of the morning 
paper screaming, “FAMILY FOUND FACE DOWN IN GUTTER; DEAD 
OF STARVATION.” Why? Perhaps you can twirl twelve inch spaghetti on 
a 3Y2 inch fork; I can’t. Twirl, twirl, and it twirls right off the fork, (hypo- 
thetical term, you know). Twist, twirl, and it very sneakily climbs up the 


handle and gently wraps itself around your fingers. Another feature of 
these instruments of Hades is the fact that they are transparent which 
provides an interesting game of “peek-a-boo.” Look and its there, put it 
down, look away, look back, and it’s gone. What fun! 

One might decide that the way to attack the problem at hand would be 
to start cutting. However, these economy-minded people went several steps 
further. No knives; spoons for stirring coffee wrapped in cellophane, and 
actually made from pliable plastic. 

In leaving, one might consider this as I did. Why, if soap companies, 
canned ham companies, and bees wax companies can fill their packages 
with free silverware, instead of the product paid for, why, pray tell, can’t 
those who manufacture food fill their eating establishments with plain, 
everyday, metal utensils? Someone has to start the revolt, and I am here 
to do it. After all, it was just too much after that maddening, frustrating, 
infuriating, agitating, and exasperating experience to have walked right 
into a display by the door showing non-skid-non-slip spaghetti. 

Linda Wolf, ’61 




A GYPSY FIELD 

I came upon a field one day, 

A place where Gypsies used to play. 

Its trees, its rocks, its bright green grass; 

I passed where Gypsies used to pass. 

I wandered o’er the Gypsies’ knoll, 

And there I found a small bright doll, 

A souvenir of days gone by, 

I thought while looking to the sky. 

Oh, how I wish I’d been a Gypsy, 

Walking, sleeping, eating free! 

Wandering over dale and hill, 

Running, shouting at my will. 

But, ah, I thought, it couldn’t be; 

I’d never be a true Gypsy, 

Wandering free, traveling far, 

Wishing and wishing on a bright star. 

Carol H. Brainerd, ’61 

SOLITUDE 

Picture a path wandering through a forest of pine leading to places 
remote and unexplored. In the distance can be heard the roar of a water- 
fall, a sound muted, not quite breaking the aura of stillness which even the 
birds are afraid of penetrating. 

My feet walk upon this needle-covered trail and I absorb the stillness. 
Even the whisper of wind fails to disturb the immobility of the objects 
surrounding me. Blessed solitude. I fail to convey the scene which brings 
water to the thirsty soul and food to the starved heart. If only I were skill- 
ed at describing a state perfect in God’s world, so unmarred by man’s hand 
and so secluded from corruption and filth. A virtual paradise this land is, 
cleansed by clean, perfect air, given light by the sun’s radiant rays and 
blessed with God’s own hand. 

Why had I sought this solitude? I know that it was not a tormented 
soul, a troubled mind or an unhappy outlook that forced this temporary 
withdrawal from the world. I needed regeneration, inspiration, and a tem- 
porary release for my soul. This was church to me, this was the religion of 
my mind. The emotional uplifting gave me what a sermon fails to give, 
what mere words cannot inspire, what can come only from within. And, I 
sought silence in God’s land, an isolated state, where confinement consists 
of the wind’s song, the cascades of falling water and the swaying of pines. 
There I pray in the silence of my soul. My depth becomes deeper, my val- 
ues gain value and my mind, complete and righteous. From my aloft, re- 
mote world of solitude I descend able to face life. 


Diane Rowell, ’60 


SPRING NIGHT 


The moon’s bewitching, beguiling grace, 

Her silvered beams, 

Woke me. 

I crept out silently 
On to the new porch roof 
To contemplate the cold bright stars 
And feel spring’s pregnant night; 

To sniff the wet, green breeze 
That ripped the clouds 
Like ragged black banners. 

I sat 

Until dawn rouged night’s 
Dusky cheeks 

And sent the shy, elusive stars 
Scurrying to their celestial holes. 

Hal Maguire, ’61 




DREAMS 

Half forgotten 
Half remembered 
Not really known but 
Felt 

Are my dreams. 

Strange images that fade in the 
Light of day yet 
Never die. 

Their haunting mist 
Is mist no more as 
Reality and unreality 
Merge. 

And all is quiet . . . for a while 
Still I ask — 

Why does one covet 
These intangibles? 

Nancy Nevius, ’61 

YESTERDAY 


Yesterday I watched her from the window — a little blond speck sit- 
ting by the water’s edge in that red dress I’ve tried so often to hide. As the 
waves roll into shore she scrambles up running and laughing so they won’t 
catch her. I wish she’d stop playing those silly games! I want her to have 
fun and play with that cute Judy Krammer down the road. Maybe I’ll call 
her mother again tomorrow — she was such a sweet child ! The last time 
she came over, I watched them for a little while from the window. There 
was Kathy in her red dress (I must throw that away tomorrow) sitting on 
the beach watching Judy build sand castles and as the water would surge 
over it only a wet pile of sand was left — the castle had disappeared. Judy 
looked at Kathy, said something, then shrugging her shoulders, tossed her 
brown curls off her face and with nose in air pranced up the beach to build 
another one. Why won’t that child play with her? She’s always by herself 
down by the water’s edge ! Oh well — 

I’d better go out and look for them ! 

“No, Mrs. Krammer, they’re not back yet — I was just going out to see 
It’s starting to get dark. I wish those children would get back! Maybe 
— wait a minute — I think I hear them coming.” 

One pair of quick footsteps running up the boardwalk — gasps for 
breath between chocked sobs — tear stained face — brown curls disheveled 
around her face — dirty hands clutching a piece of red cloth — Kathy — 
Kathy! 

“Mrs. Bindly, please, calm down and don’t get excited — you know it 
isn’t good for you — Mrs. Bindly? — Doctor, I think she’s — ” 

Placing the wrinkled hands under the sheet he mumbled, “Yes ,I’m 
afraid so! Strange — after all these years, I think she finally knew!” 

Joy Schabacker, ’60 




SYNOPSIS OF SEASONS 


Winter — sharp 
It whips and stings 

And chill winds blow the snow in rings. 

Gaunt birds’ calls pierce the air 

And heaven-sent whiteness is everywhere. 

Spring — light 

It bubbles and sings 

And hopes are raised to future things. 

Promise beckons in each new leaf 
To start anew from winter’s grief. 

Summer — smooth 

It simmers and glides 

And the fullness of nature opens wide. 

Dogs bark and rivers flow 
And happiness’ spirit is all aglow. 

Fall — crisp 
It rustles and blows 

And prepares the land for coming snows. 

Harvest is rich and full and warm 
Of memories to store for seasons unborn. 

Jean S. Lindsay, ’60 



A DECADE 


Without noticeable change a decade begins. 

Curious man follows his highest whim, 

The scientist slaves more to uncover, 

While animals roam the earth as before, 

And plants bloom and seed the same as before. 

Great artists rise and capture the rapture 
Of faith and love that hopes to endure. 

Yet green grass and streaked sky remain, 

And keep to their places just as before, 

They stay high and low the same as before. 

Men strive between tyranny and anarchy, 

Searching their souls for the tiny key 
Which will turn this hell into a heaven, 

But planets abide in tbeir orbits as before, 

And the universe remains well ordered just as before. 

As the decade ends without noticeable change, 

Men still seek to discover things strange. 

They are remarkable; this they believe, 

But all they have found is just as before, 

The striving and searching and everlasting are just as before. 

Mary Louise Argyle, ’60 

THE BOLD VENTURE 

As the storm struck suddenly from around the rise of mountains we 
left the warmth and comfort of the cabin in an attempt to race the storm 
home. We had previously turned our horses loose in a grassy enclosure 
and they were not in a mood to give up their freedom. The long grass 
clung damply to our legs, which were already entangled with trailing 
bridle reins. A handful of coarse mane and the sharp butt of a hard head 
against our arms, as we tried to slip the chilly bits between stubborn teeth, 
just made us hurry faster. Our smelly panchos were unrolled and slipped 
over our heads. They carried the musty aroma of old rubber mixed with 
human and horses’ sweat. The wind lifted behind us and it was impossible 
to hold our dancing horses. The rain hit us hard, lifting our panchos from 
our wet backs, and causing the already terrified animals to shy violently 
at these winged creatures as they ran. The grit from wet reins was embed- 
ded in our palms and our jeans slicked tight along our legs. Our shouts to 
each other were useless, whipped backward as soon as they were uttered. 
We reached a rise and on some strange impulse turned ino the wind. The 
valley lay below us drenched in sunshine and shining. The wind tore false 
tears from our eyes and we laughed as we turned toward home. 

Theodora Fisher, ’60 


SNOW 


Snow falls. 

Hard New England snow, 

Strewn swiftly, 

Masks the hills, the sears, the sins, 

The souls of men. 

Hal Maguire, ’61 



THE SNOW 

The snow, the snow, all soft and white, 
Look at the glow it casts this night, 
Holds fast a certain bewitching power, 
As it falls, hour by hour. 

In the day, all is bright, 

From the snow that fell last night. 
Clinging to branches, fast and sure, 

Its beauty shines, all white and pure. 
Fall, little snowflake, fall to the ground, 
Scatter your beauty all around. 
Whisper softly as you fall; 

Gently swooping, encircle all. 


Florence Burke, ’61 





TO ATHEISTS 

Love without a meaning 

For love be not love without God; 

Destiny without a reason, 

For destiny be found in Heaven; 

Miracles, which cannot be miracles, 

For miracles are made in Heaven; 

Happiness, which cannot be true, 

For happiness be found in the love of the Lord; 

Dreams, which cannot be realised, 

For dreams be dreamt out of hope; 

Apathy be the only thing left 
For the lot of you called atheists. 

Louise Hart, ’60 

THE SHORE 

As the tide slowly starts to recede, the echo of waves crashing against 
the rocks becomes less predominant and the algae and seaweed attached to 
these masses of stone become coarse and cracky under the heat of the noon- 
day sun. 

A short distance off shore a solitary figure sits gazing endlessly at the 
far horizon; even though the salty spray permeates the air and he is 
perched on the damp white sand, he feels most contented and inspired with 
his new surroundings. His eyes still scanning the sky line do not appear to 
be viewing anything in particular but everything in general: the white caps 
bobbing up and down upon the waves, the intense blue of the water, and 
the sea gulls gaily ducking beneath the swell of the tide in great anticipa- 
tion of obtaining an afternoon appetizer. As the day progresses, the tide 
once again begins to repeat its never ceasing task of producing the tidal 
current and as darkness commences to envelop the sea, these once calm 
waters suddenly appear to be swallowing up the shore line and cause a 
slight fear to be injected into the still present observer. However, with the 
rise of the full moon from behind the mammouth bluffs on its heaven 
bound destination, the radiance of light projected onto the sea appears to 
pacify the turmult of the waters. 


Susan Camp, ’60 


’EVE 

A zephyr of bliss 
Winging ’round the city. 

Mantles of white 
Spreading o’er its streets 
Branches grasping 
A heaven of diamonds. 

Dimned colorings embroidering 
A quilt of darkness. 

Joy Schabacker, ’60 


A MEMORY 

The air was full of the sweet smelling wild grass which grew down 
the mountain side. I picked a piece, still damp from the morning dew, and 
stuck it in my mouth, letting it hang lazily in the crack between my front 
teeth. Shivers passed through my body as I imagined that my horse and I 
were the only ones left in the world, and all that lay before me was a brown 
ribbon-like path, cutting the mountain in half. Looking to the right I saw 
a mass of blue spattered here and there with cotton puffs; to the left I could 
look forever downward at a green blanket splotched with brown spots 
where once, trees had grown. Against the horizon another type of blue was 
visible, neither like the tormented sea nor like the sky, but a gray blue of a 
distant mountain, covered with icy snow, that was keeping watch over its 
people. 

Clompty-clop went the iron shoes of my horse against the soft un- 
disturbed ground. Mingled with this was the sound of invisible birds lurk- 
ing behind some tree. It seemed like a dreamland with no human being’s 
voice to disturb the serenity of it all. 

Nevertheless, dreams must be broken, and before me I saw a large 
hulk of animal blocking my way, indolently chewing grass. A snake skim- 
mered over its foot, and the animal let out a blasting bellow, exciting my 
horse so much so that he bucked me. As my head snapped back and I 
somersaulted through the air, this magnificent view was blurred and be- 
came engraved in my memory. 

I awoke in a scene of great contrast to that memory, the sickly smell 
of ether and a spotless white room, disturbed by a solitary black door knob. 

Elisa Sleeper, ’60 






KING FOR A DAY 

With an intake of breath the young man gazed down at the embroider- 
ed fan that he was holding in his hands. 

It’s truly beautiful, is it not?” 

The storekeeper gazed at him keenly. It was surely an exquisite fan, 
the best in the store, in fact. But could this poor young man, practically in 
rags, afford such a fan at the price he asked for it? 

“Si, si, Sen or, it is a very beautiful, made of the finest lace and em- 
broidered, too — the best you will find anywhere.” 

“And the price?” 

“One hundred and sixty pesetas, senor.” 

“Oh — I see,” he said slowly as he handed the fan back to the disap- 
pointed storekeeper. “I guess'-not today.” 

He turned toward the door and began walking slowly and as he was 
on the threshold he turned and said to the storekeeper, “Will you keep it — 
for an hour maybe?” 

The storekeeper looked at him and said, “Yes, for an hour.” 

When Juan walked out of the shop, he felt the hot sun heat down on 
him and glare in his eyes. As he leaned against the hard brick of the shop, 
he pulled his ragged hat down to shade his eyes and pulled out his money to 
count it. 

“Twenty-seven, twenty-eight, twenty-nine pesetas,” he murmured half 
aloud. 

With a sigh he began thinking of Gracia, the beautiful American 
tourist for whom he was buying the fan, a perfect gift for the beautiful 
Gracia. It was only yesterday she had talked to him about the little village 
which she was touring — asking him questions while others walked by. 
He had then the childish thought of being the “king”, for he thought she 
was good enough to be a queen. Now, now it was the “tomorrow” and he 
had to win her approval in some way, for he knew she looked on his poverty 
with scorn. Maybe there was some hope ... He knew, he would go ask the 
storekeeper if he would sell it to him now and he would pay for it little by 
little. 

Up and down the street Juan walked. He would try. He walked up to 
the shop and looked in — there he saw two customers. He’d better wait. 
The customers turned and started to walk to the front of the shop. Juan 
stared in horrified surprise. Why, the girl was Gracia, the lovely Gracia 
with an Englishman! Her lips were moving. What was she saying? He 
moved closer and listened intentively. 


“Oh, I love this one, this embroidered one. It’s only one hundred and 
sixty pesetas.” 

The Englishman flung the money on the counter, and Gracia picked 
up the fan. As they walked arm and arm out of the store, Juan sheepisly 
pulled off his hat and held it in front of him as they came through the door, 
but to his dismay Gracia just looked at him and there seemed to be no rec- 
ognition in her eyes. 

After he watched them go down the little street, he didn’t feel the hot 
sun beat down on him or the glare in his eyes. He smiled sadly and mur- 
mured, “Oh well. I guess it’s the old story ‘king for a day.’ It was I yester- 
day, now he today. I wonder who it will be tomorrow.” 

Looking up again, he saw his ‘queen’ turn the corner still arm in arm, 
waving the fan. 

Elizabeth Semple, ’62 

THE SKATERS 

There, see them, the girl and boy sitting on that old fallen log. He’s 
stooping to tie her laces; see the happy twinkle in her eyes, the merry dim- 
ples in her cheeks. Now he’s taking her small, mittened hands in his, 
they’re walking toward the ice. Look! They’ve fallen. Oh, hear her funny 
laughter, ringing like a million tiny bells in the cold. They’re up, they’re 
beginning to skate again. Slowly, slowly, now faster till they are only a 
blur, clinging to one another as the ice clings to the rocks and the trees. 
How gently the blades of their skates caress the crystal, clear ice. Now 
they’ve slowed, theirs is a dream world; they are alone, gazing softly into 
each others eyes, how perfect is this new love. Each turn is bringing them 
nearer to me. Oh! She’s fallen. Something shiny is sliding down her 
beautiful red cheeks. How tenderly he picks her up. He’s smiling now, his 
eyes crinkle at the corners. She’s laughing. Like two nymphs, locked in 
fond embrace, they again glide nearer, nearer. How I long to call to them, 
to reach out with my boughs, and touch this new beauty. Alas, my heart is 
of wood, my voice locked deep inside me. I can not call, I can not love, 
but some night, when the moon shines, listen for the rustle of my leaves, 
and the sigh of the wind in my branches, and you will know I call to you 
who are young and merry, to come and bless me with your youthful joys. 

Brookie Teel, ’60 



THE OCEAN 

Darkness had settled over the ocean as I snuggled into my sleeping 
blanket, the warm afternoon sand now cold and clammy underneath. Be- 
yond the water a stream of flickering lights; night life in the coastal town 
had begun. 

My last night on the island. I wanted to be alone, near the ocean. As 
I lay nestled inside the blanket a few short yards from the high tide mark, 
many thoughts and images drifted through my mind and lingered there. 
The cozy warmth surrounded me while an onshore breeze coaxed and 
taunted the incoming tide. There it was, a dark, murky expanse of water 
with a thread of silver shimmering across the surface as the fall moon 
pushed through the clouds. The ocean — sometimes a friend and counsel- 
or in the afternoon hours with its playful waves licking at my heels — 
sometimes a violent, outrageous, monster rising and falling, enveloping 
all it reaches. 

Such peace and solitude now beneath the stars with a soft breeze car- 
ressing my face and the stealthy, quiet, movement of the ocean. Tomor- 
row . . . How could I leave ? 

Georgia Grant, ’60 

AMBIGUOUS DAWN 
The winter term is certainly long, 
its days they linger on; 

It formulates in different minds 
a different view on “dawn.” 

To freshmen, there’s bewilderment 
of all that’s fresh and new, 

A feeling of nostalgia — 
for things they used to do. 

To sophomores, there’s security, 
no childish wishes here; 

Contentment is predominant — 
they’ve made it through one year! 

To juniors, there is tolerance 
And welling up inside, 

A craving for authority — 
an independent pride. 

To seniors, there’s expectancy, 
a hope of things to come, 

A longing for commencement — 
for the words of “job well done.” 

It’s funny that with every day 
the same round sun does rise; 

And every day throughout the world 
it’s viewed with different eyes. 

Karen Thiele, ’60 



A PURPOSE? 

It was the 4th of December and there was a raw wind blowing the icy 
crystals of snow across the narrow streets of the town. The silent houses 
presented a breathtaking silhouette against the hazy moonlit sky. They 
were all without movement, except for one. It was a large house, of ma- 
jestic structure completely ablaze with lights. The lights within did not 
radiate, however, a cheerful light, but a light which spelled out the feeling 
of danger and anxiety. Inside the house the feeling was of extreme tense- 
ness and jagged nerves. 

Marsha Page sat in the living room stiffly erect on the couch with her 
mother sitting in an arm chair close by. The room was filled by a death- 
like silence. Today was the day that Marsha’s fiancee, Bob Jordan, was to 
arrive lor the Christmas holidays. Marsha and her father had expectantly 
met the 9:35 train early that morning. To their amazement he was not one 
of the first to jump off the train as it crept into the station as he had always 
done before, nor was he one of the last. Marsha became bewildered at 
around eleven o’clock that morning when there was no message from him. 
When she and her father had met the 1 :45 train and had found nothing 
but a large station full of unfamiliar people, Marsha experienced the feel- 
ing of deep and searing depression. At the height of her anxiety she had 
wired his army base to be assured that he had been delayed there. The 
answering wire, however, informed her that he had left the base with an- 
other boy according to his plans. Marsha was terrified, what if something 
should happen to him, what if he had been hurt? But no, she assured her- 
self, it just couldn’t happen, not to her. Here it was Christmas Eve; she 
felt in the bottom of her heart that nothing could spoil it for her. 

As Marsha sat in the living room she pictured him, the boy who was 
soon to be her husband. He was tall and blond with a dark complexion, a 
striking combination and one to be remembered. One thing about him 
which stood out strongly in her mind was his scar — right above his left 
eyebrow, a result of the boating accident the summer before. How strange, 
she thought, to pick out that one feature and dwell upon it so intensely. 

Now, while Marsha and her mother were alone in the big house, her 
father had gone to meet the final train for the night. It was long past mid- 
night and the stillness was nerve racking. Mrs. Page switched on the radio 
in an attempt to break the terrifying spell which seemed to be cast upon her 
daughter by some unknown power. A medley of Christmas carols was be- 
ing played, softly filling the room with age old melodies. Soon a car turn- 
ed in the driveway and stopped. The door opened and the light flicked on 
showing the presence of only one person. He slowly began to get out but 
something arrested him in the middle of his action. At that moment the 
Christmas carols on the radio were interrupted by the cold, impersonal 
voice of the news commentator. “The holiday death tool has risen con- 
siderably since our last broadcast. The report has now been made official 


concerning the two boys aged 21 and 23 from Sullivan Army Base in Con- 
necticut. Their car was found overturned by the side of a road leading in- 
to New Haven. The two reported dead are Private First Class Robert 
Jordan and Private First . . . . ” 

Mr. Page turned off the car radio and slowly crossed the lawn to the 
front door. He paused for a moment and looked up at the sky, as if to gath- 
er some supreme strength and courage. Then he turned and went in the 
house, closing the door softly behind him. The wind continued to blow 
the snow into drifts in the sleeping town. The sky was no longer cloudy but 
was crystal clear and every star fought to prevail over another. God alone 
knew the reason for what had been done — and God alone seemed to un- 
derstand . . . 

Barbara Smith, ’60 


A GARLAND OF QUOTES 

“Is this the way to reward devotion?” 1 — Virgil 

“How silver sweet sound lovers’ tongues by night, like softest music to 
attending ears . . . ” 2 — Shakespeare 

“A handsome man is a very worthless thing” 3 — Virgil 

“Out damned spot!” 4 — Shakespeare 

“Oh the snow, the beautiful snow, Filling the sky and the earth below . . . ” 5 

— Watson 

“Other men live to eat, while I eat to live.” 6 — Socrates 

“Truth never hurts the teller.” 7 — Browning 

“Polly put the kettle on, we’ll all have . . . ” 8 — Dickens 

“Be not confused in words, nor rambling in thought.” 9 — Aurelius 

“Pleasure’s a sin, and sometimes sin’s a pleasure.” 10 — Byron 

1. By fortnightlies?! 

2. Your ears, per chance? 

3. Oh?! 

4. Initiation cry! 

5. . . . not to mention Rogers Hall. 

6. What about you on Sunday night — h-m-m ? 

7. Take heed, ye “flingers of the water”. 

8. . . . coffee ?! 

9. Eh, seniors. 

10. Here we will end. 


K. T. 


THE STORM 


The sun breaks the dawn 
into a million tiny pieces, 
scattering them into the heavens — 
and with them goes the meekness of the sea 

Quickly, stealthily, unknowingly . . . 

The clouds form overhead 
their soft dark billows 
erasing the blazing sun, 
blanketing the awakening earth 

Hurriedly, caressingly, threateningly . . . 

The stinging rain pelts down 
and with it comes the lightning 
lashing out against the sky, 
reaching for the waves with spindly fingers 

Savagely, greedily, uncontrollably . . . 

The waves lift their heads 

hesitatingly, then rocket downwards 
crashing onto the crystal sand 
in a tumult of foam 

Sparkingly, persistently, majestically . . . 

The light splits the darkness 
stillness interrupts the chaos, 
while seagulls call to each other reassuringly, 
as the tide slips out 

Slowly, softly, serenely . . . 


Karen Thiele, ’60 
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THE MACHINE 


A man observes the vast machine. 

Creation of his race. 

Millenniums on the assembly line 
Stone Age 
Iron Age 
Bronze Age 
Steel Age 
Plastics Age 

Man observes this perfect work. 

No art greater has been sought. 

Still man puzzles, 

Though the thorns do prick as he frowns. 

Diane E. Dubrule, ’60 




Engagements 

Serena Blvth to Mr. Robert Mixer, who was graduated from The Uni- 
versity of Connecticut last June and now teaches history in Grafton, Massa- 
chusetts. An August wedding is planned. Serena plans to transfer from 
The University of Connecticut to a state teachers’ college next year in order 
to continue her education. 

Sally Cessna to Mr. Peter Carr Schanck, Jr., of Hinsdale, Illinois. Mr. 
Sclianck is a member of this year’s senior class at Dartmouth College. 

Rita Lamontagne to Mr. Samuel Wallace Bowlbv of Davenport, Iowa. 
Mr. Bowlbv is a member of the Class of 1960 at Dartmouth College, where 
he attends the Amos Tuck School of Business Administration. The wed- 
ding will take place in June. 

Cynthia Migliore to Mr. Aldo Gino Franceschi, Jr., of Burlington, 
Vermont. Mr. Franceschi attended The University of Vermont and served 
for two years with the United States Marine Corps. 

Betsie Wagner to Mr. Harrison Merrill Davis, 3rd, of Cornwall, New 
York. Mr. Davis is a graduate of New York Military Academy. He attend- 
ed Bowdoin College and is in the United States Army, stationed in Mann- 
heim, Germany. A summer wedding is planned. 

Nancy Wolf to Mr. Ralph A. Stewart, Jr., of Wayland, Massachusetts. 
Mr. Stewart, who was graduated from St. Mark’s School, is a member of 
the Class of 1961 at Harvard College. He belongs to The Hasty Pudding 
Club and The Institute of 1770. 


Marriages 

August 19, 1959 -- Kay Wallace to Mr. Gordon Chilson Reardon in 
Haverhill, Massachusetts. 

August 26. 1959 — Cynthia Boynton to Mr. William Edwin Davis, Jr., in 
Billerica, Massachusetts. Mr. Davis prepared at The Belmont Hill School 
for Amherst College. He is continuing his studies in order to obtain a 
Ph.D. degree in geology at The University of Texas in Austin. Mr. and Mrs. 
Davis are at home at 1509 Congress Avenue in Austin. 

September 6, 1959 — Ann Cook to Mr. John Martin Nelson in Marble- 
head, Massachusetts. Ellen Cook was her sister’s maid of honor. Mr. and 
Mrs. Nelson are living in Worcester, Massachusetts, where their address is 
3 Cedar Street. 

September 12, 1959 — Priscilla Babson to Ensign John Alden Butter- 
field, United States Navy, of Marcellus, New York, in Chelmsford, Massa- 
chusetts. Ensign Butterfield was graduated last June from The United 
States Naval Academy at Annapolis, Maryland, and is stationed in Pensa- 
cola, Florida. The Butterfields live at 400 South First Street, Warrington, 
Florida. 

September 19, 1959 — Mary Ann Morgan to Mr. Calvin Gage Perry of 
Keene, New Hampshire, in Winchester, Massachusetts. Marilyn Howell 
Morgan was matron of honor for her sister-in-law. Mr. Perry prepared at 
Deerfield Academy for Dartmouth College, where he was a member of the 
Class of 1959, Phi Gamma Delta fraternity, and The Sphinx. Following a 


wedding trip to Jamaica, British West Indies, Mr. and Mrs. Perry went to 
California, where they are living in Lompoc. 

October 1959 — Sandra Hall to Mr. Arthur Charles Speros of Brook- 
line, Massachusetts, in Winchester, Massachusetts. Mr. Speros graduated 
from The Chauncy Hall School and attended George Washington Univer- 
sity. Mr. and Mrs. Speros are living in Reading, Massachusetts. 

November 1, 1959 — Diane Collins to Mr. Henry Judd Whitfield in 
Methuen, Massachusetts. The Whitfields live in Connecticut, where their 
address is Box #121, Granby. 

December 5, 1959 — Eleanor Eyre to Samuel Rowsell in Hewlitt, Long 
Island, New York. Linda Hazzard Brading was matron of honor and Cyn- 
thia Irelan was a bridesmaid. The Rowsells have bought a house in Ocean 
Side, New York. Elbe will continue working for the F. Walter Thompson 
Company in New York. 

December 30, 1959 — Joan Kuppenheimer to Mr. Kenneth Owen Fosse, 
Jr., in Winnetka, Illinois. Mr. Fosse is a graduate of Colgate University. 
For a while Mr. and Mrs. Fosse will live in Washington, D. C., in order that 
he may complete his military training, but after that they plan to move to 
the state of Washington, where Mr. Fosse has a position awaiting him. 

January 23, 1960 — Katherine King to Mr. James Albert Casey in La- 
conia, New Hampshire. Mr. Casey is employed by the Can tin Chevrolet 
Company. Mr. and Mrs. Case}” are at home at 5 Pine Street in Laconia. 

February 6, 1960 — Gretchen Fowler to Mr. Thomas Burnett Manter 
of Braintree, Massachusetts, in Manchester, New Hampshire. Mr. Manter 
graduated from the General Motors Institute in Flint, Michigan, served two 
years in the United States Army during the Korean War, and is employed 
by Buick Motor Division, General Motors Corporation. Joanne Copen- 
haver was one of Gretchen’s bridesmaids. 

February 6, 1960 — Julia Streeter to Mr. Richard Gilman, Jr., of Tiver- 
ton, Rhode Island, in New York, New York. Mr. Gilman is a graduate of 
Rivers Country Day School and Harvard University. After the first of 
March the Gilmans will he at home at 241 Waverly Place, New York, New 
York. 

February 27, 1960 — Nancy McGrath to Mr. W. David Hodgkinson 
of Wayland, Massachusetts, in New York, New York. Melanie Sulouff was 
Nancy’s only attendant. Mr. Hodgkinson, who is serving with the United 
States Army, was graduated from Sutfield Academy and attended Hobart 
College. 

Births 

A daughter, Kelly Compton, to Mr. and Mrs. Gerald E. Rosch (Tamsen 
Sears) on June 27, 1959. 

A son, Robert Brooke, to Mr. and Mrs. Abner Bartlett Stryker, Jr., 
(Catherine Duane) in September, 1959. 

A son, Mark David, to Mr. and Mrs. Harold M. Rosenthal (Roberta 
Sherman) on September 27, 1959. 


A son, Parker, to Mr. and Mrs. Daniel A. Johnson (Betty Woodruff) 
on September 19, 1959. 

A son, Hubert Dexine, to Mr. and Mrs. Hubert D. Sprinkle (Anne 
Wellesley Howes) on October 16, 1959. 

A son to Mr. and Mrs. Charles Keefe (Jeanne Butman) in November, 
1959. 

A son to Mr. and Mrs. Leslie D. Streeter (Anne Kirby) in December, 
1959. 

A son, Richard 0., Jr., to Mr. and Mrs. Richard 0. Elder (Edwina 
Duane) on December 29, 1959. The Elders have a new address as well as a 
new baby. They now live in Annandale, Virginia, at 7439 Little River Turn- 
pike. “Rick” has a new position, too, in Arlington, Virginia, and Nina 
writes that he loves it. 


Deaths 

Katharine Auer in Los Angeles, California, on October 25, 1959. 

Olive Eveleth Peck in Providence, Rhode Island, on November 15, 
1959. 

Helen Monroe in Muskegon, Michigan. 

Ellis Abbott Lardner in February 1960. 

General 

When school reopened this fall we were happy to welcome several 
new students with alumnae connections. Mollie Crumpacker, who is the 
niece of Margery Crumpacker as well as the sister of Katie and Susie 
Crumpacker; Melissa Klein, the daughter of Elizabeth McKittrick Klein; 
and Lucinda Torrey, whose sister, Diane, was a member of last year’s 
graduating class, entered as resident students. In our day student group 
the daughters of the following alumnae were enrolled: Evelyn Clough, 
whose mother is Louise Dancause Clough; Anne Hockmeyer, the daughter 
of Roma Nickerson Hockmeyer; and Judith Wilson, who is the second 
daughter of Marjorie Ann Proctor Wilson to join our day department, 
Susan Wilson having been with us for two years previously. 

Elaine Leary Tobler has moved to North Bergen, New Jersey. Her hus- 
band, Harry, has accepted a position as Assistant Superintendent of Con- 
solidated Bleaching Company. The Toblers’ address is Glenwood Plaza, 
204 Woodcliff Avenue. 

Through Elaine we learned that Anne Hoff McCoy has had a second 
daughter, Kathleen Louise. Elaine did not give us the date of the birth, 
however. The McCoys live at 412 Sherwood Street in Shillington, Pennsyl- 
vania. 

Serena Blyth writes that she is having a busy year at The University of 
Connecticut. Besides her studies she is Secretary of the Episcopal Students 
organization and a sister of Delta Zeta sorority. 

Miss Jeannette McMillan, who lives at 1701 Llanfair Avenue, Cincin- 
nati, Ohio, has written us news of her niece, Martha Bray Jenkinson. 
Martha’s husband, John, is a staff member of Life Magazine, a position 


which has taken them to many places. After four years in Paris, they re- 
turned to this country and built a lovely home in New Canaan, Connecticut. 
A few years later, however, they were on the move again and they are now 
living in California where he is in charge of the Los Angeles “Bureau.” 

Last September Nancy Elliott Ornstein stopped at school with her hus- 
band, Bill. They were on their way to Attleboro, Massachusetts, where Bill 
was to be interviewed for a new position which he subsequently accepted. 
This, of course, necessitated their moving from Monroeville, Pennsylvania, 
and Nancy writes that she is tickled to death to be back in New England. 
They have bought a new house at 360 Clifton Street in Attleboro, which 
they moved into just before Christmas. 

We also have a new address for Margaret Sellger Nixon, gleaned from 
her Christmas card. It is R. F. D. #1, Gouldsboro, Pennsylvania. 

Charlotte McDowell Burlington wrote last fall that at last she was to 
accomplish a plan which she has been talking about for years. Charlotte 
has gone back to college and her first love, English. She enrolled at Mora- 
vian College in Bethlehem. With three boys, plus a husband, and college, 
she must be finding things humming. 

A letter to Mrs. MacGay from Marjorie Robinson tells of her very in- 
teresting new job. In June she began working at the Joseph P. Kennedy, 
Jr., Hospital in Brighton, Massachusetts. She works with cerebral palsied 
and other brain damaged children doing speech therapy. She has one deaf 
child in the group to make it more interesting. She says it is a most reward- 
ing job and she loves it, even though it is exhausting. Marjorie has moved to 
another Boston apartment. She now lives at 287 Beacon Street. 

Ruth Bailey Papazian and her husband, George, are living in the Mon- 
roe Park Apartments, 11-C Thomas Drive, Wilmington, Delaware. Ruth 
secured the teaching position in the Wilmington school system which she 
wanted and George is enjoying his work as a research engineer with Joseph 
Bancrofts and Sons Company. 

Last summer was a delightful one for Avis Churchill as she spent it 
in Encampment, Wyoming, working as a waitress at a very exclusive dude 
ranch. She enjoyed the girls who worked with her and who were from 
many colleges, and she adored the horseback riding which she did at every 
opportunit} 7 . Avis writes that very sadly she has left Elmira College and 
this winter is taking the one year course at Katherine Gibbs School in Bos- 
ton. She has an apartment at 225 Marlborough Street. 

We were so happy to learn of the scholarship which Lyn Abbott won 
this fall. It was a competitive scholarship for piano study with Edward 
Stevenson. Lynn is at The Philadelphia Conservatory. 

We were also pleased to hear that Maria Bright has been honored at 
Garland Junior College. Maria was elected as her Residence House repre- 
sentative on the Garland School Council. 

Connie Lanner Rose and her husband, Don, a Lieutenant j. g. in the 
United States Naval Reserve, are finding their assignment in the Philip- 
pines fascinating. Don is on the legal staff. Connie writes that they have 


a fine little cinder block house and a lush yard where she can put her love of 
gardening into practice. “Things grow like weeds,” she says, “and we are 
now watching for our first bananas.” The Roses plan to do some traveling 
as soon as they accumulate leave time. They will go to Hong Kong, Japan, 
and perhaps India. The Navy certainly gets its personnel around ! 

We have recently had a most interesting lecture at school given by 
another traveling alumna. Connie Veevers, after graduating from Denison 
University last June, went to India under the auspices of The Experiment 
in International Living. Connie had remarkable pictures which she show- 
ed, explaining them so well that we felt as if we had been there too. She 
lived with four or five families of varying stations in life and in different 
parts of the country. Of course, in this way she was able to show us much 
of the life of the Indian people that the ordinary tourist would never see. 
When her stay in India was over, Connie went to Burma to visit her Deni- 
son roommate whose father is connected with the Burmese Y.M.C.A. So 
once again she had the interesting experience of living in a strange country 
as the native people live, an experience few of us will ever be lucky enough 
to have. She made the trip from Burma to Europe by freighter, which she 
adored, and flew home from England, reaching here in time for Christmas. 
Now Connie has gone to New York where she hopes to find a job. She is 
living with Pam Hollingworth. 

Linda Wiese had a wonderful time last summer working at Ranier 
National Park in Washington. She didn’t tell us what her work was, how- 
ever. This fall Linda entered Lake Forest College. The Wieses have moved 
to Chicago. 

Chick Lambert Baldwin, her husband, Tom, and their four children 
now live at 5383 Stillwater Drive, Los Angeles, California. They have been 
back from Siam since 1954. Chick writes that Tom is interested in going to 
Africa on their next tour! 

Diana Purdy was elected President of the Day Students at Endicott 
Junior College. 

Millicent Cotter Hogan has moved to 530 Ridgewood Road, Louisville, 
Kentucky. 

Polly Lodge Shinners has a position as an Admissions Counselor at 
The Mary Byers School for secretarial training in New York. Polly lives 
with her two children at 68 Forest Lane in Wilton, Connecticut. From her 
letter we learned that Carolyn Minor Brown, who has been living in the 
New York area for the last few years, is now in Washington, D. C., where 
her husband is stationed at The War College. She also saw Julie Van Vliet 
Hackett a year ago when the Hacketts were on their way to Fort Riley, 
Kansas. 

Katie Crumpacker, who is spending her junior year in Spain as an ex- 
change student from The University of Michigan, is loving her life there. 
For Christmas vacation, she went to Switzerland to be with a friend and 
her aunt, Margery Crumpacker, who has a most interesting position with 


the United States Army in Germany as a director of recreation. Katie had a 
really harrowing experience on that trip as she was lost in a snow storm 
while skiing in the mountains. It took five men to rescue her! 

Through a Christmas card from Louise Lee, we learned that Patsy 
Chalmers spent a three-week apprenticeship in the office of the orthopedic 
surgeons where Louise is a medical secretary. Patsy is in her second year 
at Endicott Junior College and was working during their annual practice 
work period in December. 

Jane Boyce Brooks writes that she hopes to bring her oldest daughter 
to visit school in the not too distant future. Jane and her husband, Wilbur, 
who is a doctor, have three daughters and a son, which, naturally, keeps 
them busy. They live at 312 Rugby Road, Syracuse, New York. 

As was reported in our last issue, Jean MacGay Curtiss and her family 
have returned to Perrysburg, Ohio, where they used to live. Bill, her hus- 
band, is now in the main office of Owens Corning Fiberglas in Toledo. They 
have bought a house at 345 East Front Street in Perrysburg. 

We have another alumna who is studying abroad this year. Barbara 
Scobie is at the Sorbonne. Her Christmas vacation was spent in Spain. 

Sara Lea Callaway sent Christmas greetings from our fiftieth state! 
She went to Honolulu last summer for a classmate’s wedding, fell in love 
with the islands, and decided to stay for a while. She is working in a ready- 
to-wear shop at Waikiki and living alone in a little apartment. Sara Lea 
says that her plans for returning to Tennessee are most indefinite because 
she’s so happy in her life in Hawaii. 

Cynthia Burrage Schofield, whose husband, George, is making a career 
of the United States Air Force, writes that they are enjoying staying in one 
place for more than a few months, although they know, of course, that no 
address can be permanent. Their present one is Dupont Parkway, R.D. #4, 
Box #131, Dover, Delaware. Cynthia’s son, Peter, is a year old now and 
“on the go every minute of the day.” 

Ellen Watson writes with enthusiasm about her life as a kindergarten 
teacher in Darien, Connecticut. This is her second year in Darien. The 
preceding year she taught in Norwalk. During the three years she and three 
other girls have lived together in a six room colonial house on an island 
connected to the mainland by bridges. Ellen says that they feel themselves 
in another world when they cross the bridge to go home at the end of a day 
and they love it. They all manage to have a lot of fun, too! Ellen’s address 
is 4 Rocky Point Road, Bell Island, Rowayton, Connecticut. 

Cynthia Migliore has transferred from The University of Vermont to 
the Chandler School. 

Ruth Nitchelm Armstrong’s husband, Meylert, has enlisted in the 
United States Coast Guard and is now stationed at the Coast Guard Officers’ 
Training Center in Yorktown, Virginia, until the spring. During this train- 
ing period, Ruth is living in Newport News, about fourteen miles away. 
After the training is over, where they will be is in the hands of the gods and 


the United States Coast Guard ! 

Joan Grannis Eaton’s present address is 2640 Rionwood Road, Deer- 
field, Illinois. Another address recently acquired by us is that of Pauline 
Jones Hoff. It is Route # 2, Box #309 A, Thiensville, Wisconsin. Polly and 
her husband, William, and their two boys enjoyed a Christmas which 
Polly wrote “was white and generous !” 

A letter from Eleanor Paul says, “I did drive up to New Hampshire 
this fall to see my dearly beloved Betty Bennett. A New England winter, 
after a long interim in the South is a bit hard to take, but she seemed very 
cheerful and very happily situated with her Episcopal church almost next 
door.” Theirs certainly is a friendship that has lasted ! We hope that they’ll 
both be here for Founder’s Day as they have been for so many years. 

Madeleine Reitenbach Patin’s son, Alain, who is a student at The Uni- 
versity of Rhode Island, wrote that his mother, who has lived in France 
since her marriage, would love to have a catalogue of the school in order to 
see if Rogers Hall still looks the way she remembers it. We are sorry that 
we do not have her definite address, but, should anyone desire it, her son 
can be reached at The College of Engineering, Unniversity of Rhode Island, 
Kingston, Rhode Island. 

Since her graduation from Centenary Junior College last June, Judy 
Parker has been living in New York with three other girls. Judy has a good 
job with Time, Life, Incorporated. She says that she often sees Appley 
Adams, who is a stewardess with United Airlines. 

Cynthia Irelan, who still works at J. Walter Thompson Company in 
New York, has sent us news of her Class of 1954, some already reported in 
this issue. We wish that there could be someone in each class who would 
take the responsibility of keeping in touch with the other members of the 
ciass as Cynthia does and with half the degree of energy and interest that 
Cynthia has! From her we learned that Shirley Jo Arn Sparrow has gone 
home to Dayton, Ohio, while her husband, Bob, is in Okinawa with the 
United States Marine Corps. Unfortunately, wives are persona non grata 
in Okinawa ! So Shirley Jo has taken a sixth grade teaching position while 
she waits for Bob’s return in fifteen months. Anne Adams Paul lives in 
Parsippany, New Jersey, with her husband, Dick, and her step-son, Rick. 
Demi Tikellis Apostolou and her husband, Jim, have just finished furnish- 
ing a home near Bradford Junior College, but as they are finding it a little 
far from Salmon Falls, New Hampshire, where Jim works, they may move 
again. Karlyn Herrhammer has a job in New York and is sharing an apart- 
ment with some Skidmore friends fairly near to Cynthia. Pam Holling- 
worth is also a near neighbor. She lives with some Smith friends and is in 
radio work, having a position as a station representative. Dede Doherty is 
with Time and Life and commutes from Scarsdale. As it is five years since 
this class graduated, Cynthia is urging all members to make a concerted 
effort to come to Founder’s Day on Saturday, May 7th, this year. How we 
would love to have as many of that particular class as possible as well as 
any and all of you here! 


The Class of 1950 also has a representative member who is doing a fine 
job in trying to keep in touch with its members. Sandy Eager Methven 
has sent Mrs. MacGay a copy of the letter written to her classmates. Sandy 
now lives in Concord, New Hampshire. Her husband, Don, is a chemical 
engineer with the Coca Cola Company and travels throughout New Eng- 
land. Sandy brought her two children to Founder’s Day last May and is 
now urging as many of her class as possible to he on hand this year — the 
tenth since their graduation. From Sandy’s letter we have gathered much 
news. Jane Buck Griffin lives at 95 Washington Street, Malden, Massa- 
chusetts. She is working for a Vice President of The Massachusetts Insti- 
tute of Technology while her husband, Gerald, finishes his education at 
Northeastern University. They have no children. Taffy Butman Keefe, 
her husband, Charles, and their three children live at 158 Hunts Avenue, 
Pawtucket, Rhode Island, but this will not be for long, as they are building 
a house in nearby Barrington. “Chuck” is office manager for the Minneap- 
olis Honeywell Regulator Company in Providence. Margarita Filer has 
come home after a year of teaching English in Lima, Peru. Barbara 
Fletcher Grant’s husband, Bob, is an insurance investigator in Bay City, 
Michigan, where the Grants live with their four year old daughter and one 
year old son at 1873 McKinley Avenue. Lynn Hamby Messner has spent 
the last two years in Caracas, Venezuela, where her husband, Bob, is with 
the overseas division of the Proctor and Gamble Company. Lynn has con- 
tinued with her art and has built up quite a career illustrating magazines 
and teaching adult Arts and Crafts courses. She has recently accepted a 
position as Director of Art for a new magazine for women. The Messners 
have three children, two girls and a boy. Their address is La Ultina Casa, 
Av. Caroni Colinas de Bello Monte in Caracas. After graduating from The 
New England Baptist Hospital, Elrene Osterman married Richard Thomas. 
They now live on Woodhaven Drive in Lexington, North Carolina. They 
have three children. Dick is in business with his brother. They have the 
Ford agency in Lexington. Elrene manages to do some nursing occasion- 
ally. 

Sandy’s letter gives credit to Lynn Patrick Griggs for helping to get to- 
gether this news of their class. Lynn, whose husband, Harry, is managing 
editor of a chain of weekly newspapers, has been active with the Republi- 
cans and is President of the Women’s Club in Peekskill, New York, where 
they live at 963 Fox Meadow Road. Janice Smith Post also helped Sandy 
with her class letter. She and her husband, John, live at 395 Dogwood 
Drive in Cheshire, Connecticut, with their son and daughter. John is now 
teaching in his family’s business college — The Post Junior College of 
Commerce in Waterburv. He is also working for his master’s degree. Car- 
oline Sylvestre Grotz, whose husband, Richard, is an underwriter for Na- 
tionwide Insurance Company, lives with their two children at 1 Westview 
Avenue, White Plains, New York. Anne Wild Johnson’s husband, Curtis, 
has been very ill, but we are glad to learn that, after a successful operation 


last fall, he is recovering. Sandy had a Christmas card from Anne from 
Nevada where the Johnsons, whose home is in Watertown, Connecticut, 
on Xorthfield Road, had gone for a two weeks rest and change of weather. 
Libby Filer Anderson and her husband, Tim, still live at 26 Townsend 
Road, in Belmont, Massachusetts. Sandy had no news of the other mem- 
bers of her class. Should any of you have any information about them, 
we know that she as well as we would be most grateful if you would write 
either to Sandy or the school. 

Recent graduates will be interested to learn of the engagement of Miss 
Barbara Sterling to Mr. William Burns Bullock of Ithaca, New York. Mr. 
Bullock is a graduate of Cornell University, School of Hotel Administration 
and School of Business Administration. A July wedding is planned. 

Tory Estes is enjoying Lawrence College very much. She has become 
extremely interested in psychology and plans to make it her major. 

Mrs. MacGav recently had a letter from Ruth French Chirurg enclos- 
ing a newspaper clipping which tells of the interesting and important trade 
mission that her husband, James, is now on. He is one of a five-man team 
of United States business men who will represent our government in The 
United Arab Republic. The appointment to this mission was made by the 
Assistant Secretary of the United States Department of Commerce. Ruth 
writes that her husband will meet several times with General Nasser, will 
travel to Damascus, and will speak before The University of Cairo, one of 
the high-lights of the trip, she feels sure. 

The Class of 1959 is represented at the following schools and colleges: 
Suellen McCarthy at The Saint Elizabeth School of Nursing; Nancy Mc- 
Grath at Finch College; Linda Benner and Janet King at Marjorie Webster 
Junior College; Suzanne Bridge and Caroline Curtin at Mount Vernon 
Junior College; Holly Budd at George Washington University; Elizabeth 
Candee at Wheaton College; Patricia Cole at Jackson College; Joanne 
Copenhaver at The University of New Hampshire; Marilyn Cosman and 
Alice Miller at Syracuse University; Cynthia Crandell at Centenary Junior 
College; Susan Crumpacker at The University of Michigan; Nancy Fiske 
and Carol Macdonald at Simmons College; Pamela Foote and Judith Mason 
at Colby Junior College; Barbara Gifford at Pine Manor Junior College; 
Beryl Joiner at Endicott Junior College; Sandra Lathrop at The Tobe-Co- 
burn School for Fashion Careers; Carol Lord at The Vesper George School 
of Art; Mary Mapes at The University of Colorado; Catherine Morrill at 
Bennett College, Sarah Robinson at Vassar College; Susan Shwartz at Bos- 
ton University; Edna Studlev at The Chandler School; Diane Torrey at 
Goucher College; Julie Vaughan at Marvmount College; and Marjorieann 
Wright at The Lowell General Hospital School of Nursing. 

It is with great pride that we announce that Betsy Candee has been 
elected to the Freshman Honor Roll at Wheaton College for work of 
distinction in the past semester. Our congratulations to you, Betsy! 
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FINEST OF SEA FOOD 
IN SEASON 

“ For Your Health’s Sake , Eat 
More Fish” 

W. J. HOARE 

Tel. 2-3571 461 Lawrence St. 



SPLINTERS 


Heating & Cooling Equipment 
— Fuels — 

D. T. SULLIVAN CO. 

1012 GORHAM ST. TEL GL 4-7857 


Buckland Printing Co. 

LOWELL MASS. 


Leaders ^ ■ 
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of 

American Cleaning Co. 

One hundred and twenty years 


a prescription store 

Compliments of 

F. and E. BAILEY & CO. 

DRS. PORTER and TUCKER 

Prescription Specialists 


79 Merrimack St. 19 John St. 

Optometrists 

Lowell, Mass. 




SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 

George E. Putnam 

207 MARKET STREET LOWELL, MASS. 



SOLD AT 

BENNETT HARDWARE CO. 

Plumbing, Heating, Farm Supplies 
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(/INC., IF LOWEll / 
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for 

“ Bonded Cleaning” 

EAST MERRIMACK ST. 

ROBERT ROLLINS 

Compliments of 

BLAZERS Inc. 

832 Broadway New York 3, N. Y. 

Specialized Blazer Service 

POST OFFICE LOCKSMITH 

SHOP 



SPLINTERS 


BEST OF LUCK , SENIORS! 


Compliments of 


Litchfield Brothers Oil Company 


Compliments of 


Duso Box Co. Inc. 

69 WILLIE STREET LOWELL, MASSACHUSETTS 



Compliments of 

Compliments of 

GAUMONT BROTHERS 

DR. WM. R. PEPIN 

Lowell’s Leading Radio and Television Store 


338 MERRIMACK ST. 


Opp. City Hall 

Hew England Exterminating Co. 

20 Hwd Street 

DRINK MORE MILK 

LOWELL, MASS. GL 2-9621 

for BETTER HEALTH 

Nashua TU 9-9191 


Lawrence 3-2320 

H. P. H. 


SPLINTERS 


GIFT SHOP— TOY SHOP 


AMALIA, Inc 




CARD SHOP 

Typewriters For Sale and For Rent 

G. C. PRINCE & SON 


Specialists in All Phases 
of TREE and LANDSCAPE 

SERVICE 


INC. 


108 MERRIMACK ST. 


Dial JAckson 6-4944 


Andover 5-1848 


Compliments of 

ARTHUR DIXON TRANSFER COMPANY 


Chicago, Illinois 



Established 1898 


Telephone GL 2-4771 


DOUGLAS & COMPANY, INC. 


SLATE, GRAVEL, TILE AND METAL 
ROOFING 

CORNICE AND SKYLIGHT WORK 


“ Approved, Bird Roofer” 


147 Rock Street 


Lowell, Mass. 


SPLINTERS 


E. C. Pearson Painting Co., Inc. 


Interior Decorators and Painting Contractors 


IMPORTED and DOMESTIC 
WALLPAPERS 


PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES 
AND ENAMELS 


90 HAMPSHIRE STREET 


LOWELL, MASS. 


STANLEY C. MARSDEN 

ELECTRICAL CONTRACTOR 


43 Livingston Ave. 
Lowell 


GLenview 2-4482 


F. J. FLEMINGS, INC 

and 

PROCTOR PAPER CO. 

PAPER PRODUCTS 

12 Perkins St. Lowell 


Compliments of 

BRADT BAKERY, INC. 

BAKERS OF FINE CRACKERS 
SINCE 1833 

Whiting St. Lowell, Mass. 


SPLINTERS 


Qompliments of 

C. H. HOBSON & SON 


Compliments of 

Derby Electric 

EASTERN SERVICE, CO. 

Company 

238 SHAW STREET 

LOWELL, MASSACHUSETTS 

GLenview 3-3979 

82 MIDDLE ST. 

LOWELL, MASS. 

GL 9-9361 

Compliments 

Compliments of 

of 

A Friend 

GENE'S 












iSpl inters 

Rogers Hall School 

Lowell, JV^assackuietts 






inters 


Commencement V^(utnber 


1960 


SPLINTERS STAFF 

Editor-in-Chief Theodora Fisher 

Business Manager Deborah Litchfield 

Art Editor Karen Thiele 


Florence Burke 
Dlane Dubrule 
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Literary Board 

Diane Rowell 
Joy Schabacker 
Linda Wolf 


Business Board 


Deborah Arnold 
Ann Burrows 
Mary Crumpacker 

Faculty Advisor 
Miss Hildred Ramsay 


JoHANNAH DuSSEAULT 
Louise Jackson 
Lucinda Torrey 

Alumnae Editor 

Mrs. Louise Staten 


EDITORIAL 


Who can say we look at life through opaque glass that only education can make clear? 

Who can say we are part of a piece of sewing — some ends dangling but some finished 
off to form the pattern? 

Who can say the best years of our life are over? 

Who can say the most fulfilling are yet to come? 

Who can say that we have lived in sheltered safety? 

Who can say we shall find peace? 

Who can say? 

Who should ask? 



SENIOR SONG 


We Seniors here, 

We sing to you 

With memories of a year gone through 

That we’ll always cherish and remember. 

The times we’ve had, 

Both good and bad, 

Are quite enough to make us sad 

That we have to leave you here behind us. 

But as we face the future 

We shall not look on with fear, 

For you have helped so very much 
To make this happy year. 

So if we’re near 

Or if we’re not, 

Lest old acquaintance be forgot 

We will have these moments to remember. 

Tune-. “Moments to Remember.” 

By : Barbara Birdsall 

Molly Crumpacker 


ANNE LANSING DENNLER 

3160 Bronson Road 
Fairfield, Connecticut 
President of the Senior Class 
Centenary Junior College 

Kava Club ; Class President, ’58, ’59, ’60 ; Cheerleading, 
’58 ; ’59, ’60 ; Glee Club, ’59, ’60 ; Dramatics, ’58, ’59 ; 
Senior Marshal, ’59; Badminton, ’59; Second Team 
Hockey, ’60; Chairman of Father-Daughter Day; 
Chairman of Senior Prom ; Orphan Party, ’60 ; Senior 
Fair, ’60. 

"But do you all agree?” . . , mattress . . . casual, dad 
— casual . . . "The answer was NO” . . . 





! 




PAMELA HUTTON MURRAY 

61 Dawes Avenue 
Pittsfield, Massachusetts 
Vice-President of Senior Class 
Mary Washington College 

Cae Club ; Softball Manager, ’60 ; Glee Club, ’ 58 , ’ 59 , 
’60; Christmas Chorus, ’ 58 , ’ 59 , ’60; Dramatics Scen- 
ery; French Club, ’60; Senior Fair, co-chairman, ’60; 
Senior Luncheon, ’ 58 , Art, ’59 ; Senior Prom, ’60 ; 
Senior Place Card, ’60 ; Father-Daughter, ’60 ; Honor 
Roll, ’ 58 , ’ 59 ; Honorable Mention Music Appreciation, 
’60. 

'‘We’ve got to stand together” . . . szoeet n slim . . . 
seamstress , and HOW ! ... '7 haven’t done a bit of 
Trig” . . . 



i 

! 



DEBORAH JANE ARNOLD 

Indianhead Circle 

Marblehead, Massachusetts 

Marjorie Webster Junior College 

Cae Club ; 2nd team Field Hockey ’59, ’60 ; 2nd team 
Basketball ’59; Senior Life-Saving Award; Water 
Ballet ’59 and Costume Manager ’60; Cheerleader ’59, 
’60; Dramatics ’59, ’60; Splinters Business Board; 
Senior Statistics ; New Hampton Dance ; Typing 
Award ’59. . 


MARY LOUISE ARGYLE 

7 Messer Avenue 
Methuen, Massachusetts 
Syracuse University 

Kava Club; Glee Club ’57, ’58, ’59, ’60; Dramatics ’58, 
’59, ’60 ; Honor Roll ’57, ’58, ’59 ; Honorable mention in 
Bible ’57 ; Honorable mention in Music Appreciation 
’58; Honorable Mention in Dramatics ’59, ’60; Junior- 
Senior Seminar ’60 ; Life Saving ’59 ; Hockey Second 
’58; Basketball ’59, ’60; Exeter Dance ’60. 

Giggles . . . What a lover , (in dramatics , of course ) 

. . . “But naturally sing that old song again 



“ Oh , you animals' . . . sedate . . . check those New 
York weekends . . . 




ANN BURROWS 

2103 Gratiot Avenue 
Saginaw, Michigan 

Bennett College 

Cae Club; Softball manager, ’59; Basketball manager, 
’60; Senior life saving, ’59; Spring play, ’59; Com- 
mencement play, ’59; Stage manager of Fall play, ’60; 
Bear and Lion , ’59; Splinters Business Board, ’00; 
Senior luncheon, ’59; Senior place cards, ’60; Senior 
Fair, ’60; French Club, ’60; Seminar, ’60; New 
Hampton Dance, ’60; Honor Roll, ’60; Parsons Award, 
’60. 

Moonlight in Vermont . . . “NO I’ve promised my- 
self ’ . . . trees . . . (( Lefs eat , I mean study !” . . . train 
rides . . . 


BARBARA BIRDSALL 

Newbury Hill 
Atkinson, New Hampshire 
Garland Junior College 

Kava Club, Glee Club ’59, ’60 ; Usher for Commence- 
ment Play ’59; Dance Committee Decoration ’59; 
Cheerleading ’60; 2nd team volleyball ’60; Andover 
Dance ’59; Senior-Undergrad Party Committee ’60; 
Senior-Undergrad Song ’60. 

“IS it for me?” . . . How does she keep them straight ! 
. . . Who’s being killed? . . . Those big , round come - 
hither eyes , . . 



SUSAN LOWRY CAMP 

44 Colton Street 
Farmington, Connecticut 


Rollins College 

Kava Club ; Cheerleading, ’59, ’60 ; Hockey, ’60 ; Vol- jj 
leyball, Second, ’60, Captain, ’60; Basketball, Second, 1 
’60, Captain, ’60; Honor Roll, ’59; Alumnae Tea, ’59; 
Usher for Commencement Play, ’59 ; Dramatics Back- 
stage ,’60; New Hampton Dance, ’60; Senior Fair, ’60; 
Typing Award, ’60 ; ' Chairman Senior Statistics, ’60; 
Music Club, ’60 ; RH, ’60. 

Oh, those history answers . . . “Which side of the treel 
do you zrnnt ?” . . . tweedy . . . Oh , that Saturday 
morning slumber . . . 


KATHERINE McKEE CARTER 

20 Westwood Road 

Shrewsbury, Massachusetts 

Cae Club ; Glee Club, ’58, ’59, ’60 ; Commencement Play 
’58, ’59, ’60; Dramatics ’58, ’59, ’60; 1st team hockey 
’58, ’59 ; 2nd team hockey, captain, ’60 ; 2nd team base- 
ball ’58 ; Senior Fair ’60 ; Ushering committee ’58 ; 
Flower committee ’58 ; ; Exeter dance ’58 Andover 
dance ’60. 

11 Please park your broom* . . . Red . . . hot boogie . . . 
‘7 dont know about that . . . 



MARY ELEANOR CRUMPACKER 

17 Glendale Park 
Hammond, Indiana 
University of Michigan 

Kava Club; Dramatics, ’60; Splinters’ Business Board, 
’60; Senior Fair, ’60; Water Ballet Narrator, ’60; 
Orphan Party, ’60, 

“Come on you guys : to Exeter ” . . . closets and gum 
. . . Here U'c go round again, ice cream — bucno! . . . 
organization “plus” . . . 



MARGARET ANN DIXON 

490 Cherry Street 
Winnetka, Illinois 
President of KAVA 
Bradford Junior College 

Kava Club; Hockey, ’59, ’60; Volleyball ’59, ’60; Bas- 
ketball Captain, ’59, ’60; Baseball, ’59, ’60; Water bal- 
let, ’59, ’60; Life Saving Award, ’59; R. H. Award, 
’59, ’60; Council, ’60; Glee Club, '59, ’60; Octet, ’59, 
*60 ; Dramatics backstage, ’59, ’60 ; Christmas Play, 
’60; French Club, ’60; Seminar, ’60; St. Marks Dance, 
’59; Prom, ’60; Chairman Class Day, ’59; Senior Fair, 
*60; Honorable mention in Bible, ’59; Athletic Club, 
’60. 

“Oh y but I do!” . . . Sea Island . . . Cuba . . . meticu- 
lous ?? . . . " Impossible , 115 pounds before — ?” . . . 
Ford pedal pusher . . . 
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DIANE ELIZABETH DUBRULE 

37 Westland Street 
Methuen, Massachusetts 
Cornell University 

Cae Club; RH ’58; Hockey Second ’58, First Sub ’60; 
Volleyball Second ’58, First ’60 ; Basketball Second ’57, 
First ’58, Sub ’60 ; Softball Second ’58 ; Senior Lunch- 
eon ’59; New Hampton Dance ’60; Bear and Lion ’58; 
Splinters ’59, ’60; Poetry Prize ’58, ’60; Class Proph- 
ecy '60; Honor Roll ’57, ’58, ’60; Underhill Honor, ’60. 

And then there's Trig . . . “But I haven't started my 
Chemistry " . . . library . . . mail checker t eh? . . . 


THEODORA BARBER FISHER 

North Street 
Greenwich, Connecticut 
Vice-President of Student Council 
Bouve-Boston School 

Kava Club; Splinters, ’59, Editor, ’60; Bear and Lion, 
’58, Editor, ’59; Council, ’59, ’60; Glee Club, ’58, ’59, 
’60; Senior Luncheon, ’58, Chairman, ’59; Honor Roll, 
’58, ’59, ’60; Honorable Mention, Music Appreciation, 
Bible, ’58, Current Events, ’59, ’60; Dramatics, ’58, ’59, 
’60; Hockey, ’58, ’59, Captain, ’60; Volleyball, First 
Team, ’58, ’60, Second Team, ’59; Basketball, Second 
Team, ’60; Softball, ’59, ’60; Badminton, ’59, ’60; 
Cheerleader, ’58,, ’59, ’60; RH, ’60; Music Apprecia- 
tion Award, ’60; Underhill Honor, ’60; Honorable 
Mention Dramatics, ’60. 

Sunburns . . . petite . . . “But do you realize that it's 
due tomorrozu morning . . . enviable marks . . . 



ANN FLYNN 

304 South Third Avenue 
Lebanon, Pennsylvania 
Bay Path Junior College 

fCava Club ; Swimming team ’59 ; Typing Award ’58 ; 
Dramatics backstage ’59, ’60 ; Dramatics scenery ’60 ; 
Jndergrad-Senior song ’58; Undergrad-Senior party 
58; Senior Luncheon ’59; Father-Daughter Day ’60; 
\ T ew Hampton Dance ’60; Senior Place Cards ’60. 

1 lust be love ... . “Let’s have a little consideration” . . . 
wn . . . sundeck . . . 




GEORGIA DEERING GRANT 

Centre Street 
Dover, Massachusetts 
Vice-President of Cae 
Colby Junior College 

Cae Club; Hockey, Captain, ’59, ’60; Volleyball, ’59, 
’60 ; Basketball, Captain, ’59, ’60 ; Swimming, ’59, ’60 ; 
Baseball, ’59 ’60; Water ballet, ’59; Life Saving Award, 
’59; R.H. Award, ’59, ’60; Dramatics, ’59, ’60; Glee 
Club, ’59, ’60; Octet, ’59, ’60; Andover Dance, ’60; 
Senior Place Cards, ’60; Tennis, ’60. 

“How are you, boo boo” . . . the animals they came in 
via Grant . . . bathrobe and slippers . . . progressive 
face anyone ? . . . 
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MARY TIBBETTS GREGORY 

81 Gilbert Road 
Ho-Ho-Kus, New Jersey 


President of CAE Club 
Centenary College for IV omen 


i 


Cae Club ; hockey second ’59, first ’60 ; volleyball ’5£ 
second, '59, ’60 ; basketball second captain ’58, secont 
’59, ’60 ; baseball second ’58, first ’59, ’60 ; swimminj 
manager ’59 ; R.H. award ’59 ; water ballet script ant 
announcer ’60 ; Bear and Lion ’59, ’60 ; senior lunch 
eon committee ’59; senior class will ’60; seminar ’60 
senior fair committee ’60 ; council ’59, ’60 ; glee club ’58 
’59, '60 ; music club ’60. 

“ A little speed there , Bertha 1 ’ . . vitality . . . strength 
character , perseverance . . . 


MURIEL FRANCES HAHN 

104 Chester Avenue 
Garden City, New York 
Mount I'ernon Junior College 

Nava Club; Council ’60; Volileyball ’60; Basketball 
2nd team ’60 ; Cheerleading ’59, ’60 ; Glee Club ’59, ’60 ; 
St. Mark’s ’59 ; Hockey banquet ’60 ; Prom ’60 ; Prop- 
erties manager ’60 ; Head Usher for Commencement 
Play ’59 ; alumnae tea ’59 ; Posture Cup, ’60. 

Conservative . . . Perfect “ page ” . . . Give me a “ T ” . . . 
cheerleadhig . . . “Let’s go back to Lauderdale ” . . . 





LOUISE JACQUELYN HART 

318 Andover Street 
Lawrence, Massachusetts 
Boston University 

Kava Club ; Basketball Second ’59 ; Hockey Second ’57, 
’58, ’59; Badminton ’59; Dramatics ’58, ’59; Christmas 
Pageant ’58; Honor Roll ’57, ’58, ’59, ’60; Honorable 
mention for Current Events ’59, ’60; Typing Award 
’58; Splinters contribution ’60; Senior Fair ’60; An- 
dover Dance ’60. 


“Well, if you're THAT hungry , Til bring a cake ” . . , 
photographs . . . avid reader . . . Singing Beach soirees 




KAREN LESLIE HEIMAN 

79-2 Park Avenue 
Worcester, Massachusetts 
University of Miami 

Kava Club; Student Council, ’59; Senior Fair, ’59; 
New Hampton Dance, ’60; Glee Club, ’58, ’59, ’60; 
Spring Play, ’59; French Club, ’60; Hockev, Second 
Team, ’58, First Team ’59, First Sub., ’60; Volleyball, 
’58, ’59 Captain, ’60; Basketball, Sub., ’58, Second 
Team ’59, First Team ’60; Softball, ’58, ’59, ’60 Cap- 
tain; Badminton, ’58, ’59, ’60; Tennis, ’59, ’60; R. H., 
’58, ’59, ’60. 


“No, you can't , Harvey's calling tonight ” . . . sarcasm 
. . . coffee , tea or milk ? . . . “Whatcha got in the line of 
snacks?" . . . 


i 
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JEAN SAMPSON LINDSAY 

2660 North East 26th Terrace 
Fort Lauderdale, Florida 
Skidmore College 

Cae Club; Hockey Manager, ’60; Glee Club, ’59, ’60; 
French Club, ’60; Dramatics; ’59, ’60; Junior-Senior 
Seminar, ’60; Current Events Award; ’59; Time Mag- 
azine Award ; ’60 ; Honorable Mention Bible Award, 
’59 ; Chairman Senior Reception Committee, ’59 ; Seni- 
or Placecards, ’60; Exeter Dance Committee, ’60; 
Music Appreciation Award, ’60. 

“Are you listening ?” . . . Europe jaunts . . . “But A 
Madame Sturdza 
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DEBORAH LITCHFIELD 

182 Dalton Road 
Chelmsford, Massachusetts 
Cazenovia Junior College 

Cae Club; Hockey, Second ’60; Volleyball, Second ’59, 
First ’60; Basketball, First ’59, captain ’60; Softball, 
First ’59, ’60; Tennis and Badminton Manager ’60; 
Dramatics ’59, ’60; Senior Fair ’60; New Hampton 
Dance ’60; Splinters Business Board ’59; Splinters 
Business Manager ’60 ; R. H., ’60. 

“So aren't V’ . . come fly zz nth me — right over the 
driveway . . . Hamilton . . . mad “ bomber ” . . . 



LUCY ANNE PAGE 

23 Glen Green 

Winchester, Massachusetts 

President of Student Council 

Kava .Club ; Hockey, 2nd ’58, captain, ’59, ’60 ; Volley- 
ball, 2nd ’58, Manager ’59 ; Basketball, 2nd ’59 ; Swim- 
ming ’59, ’60; Water Ballet, ’59, ’60; Cheerleading, ’57, 
’58, ’59, ’60; R. H., ’59; Mrs. MacGay’s Marshal, ’59; 
Council, ’57, ’58, ’59, ’60; Octet, ’59, ’60; Glee Club, 
’60 ; Dramatics, ’58, ’59, ’60; Senior Luncheon, ’59; 
Senior Fair, ’60; Chairman. Exeter Dance, ’60; Chair- 
man Andover Dance, ’60; Chairman New Hampton 
Dance, ’60 ; Typing Award, ’60 ; Helen Hill Award, ’60. 

Voont, voom, voom . . . “All right, lover” . . . oh those 
Abbot girls . . . the guiding hand — and zvhat it guides 



I 

I 
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PAMELA ELIZABETH POOLER 

R.F.D. #2 

West Redding, Connecticut 
Centenary Junior College 

Kava Club; Glee Club ’60; Prom Decorations ’59; 
Ushered for Commencement ’59; Andover Dance ’60; 
Hockey 2nd team ’60; Volleyball 2nd team ’60; Bas- 
ketball 2nd ’60; Dramatics ’59, ’60; Senior Fair ’60. 

Light and simple . . . giggles . . . “I hope he didn't 
take me seriously . . . “Cutie-pie” . . . 


i 
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MARY PRESTON 

5 Rowayton Avenue 
Rowayton, Connecticut 
Marymount Junior College 

Cae Club; Glee Club ’58, ’59, ’60; French Club ’60; 
Student Council ’59 ; Head Usher of Commencement 
Exercises ’59 ; Reception Committee ’58 ; Booth Com- 
mittee at Senior Fair ’60 ; Hockey 2nd ’58, Basketball 
2nd ’58, Hockey team 2nd ’59; Volley team 2nd ’60; D 
Basketball 2nd ’59. 

"Really?” . . church cuts . . . letters . . . curfczv? 
"Anyone need a date for prom?” . . . mysterious hair u 


DIANE ROWELL 

Birchbrook Farm 
Wilton, New Hampshire 
Simmons College 

Kava Club ; Swimming, Captain, ’59 ; Dramatics, acting 
and backstage, ’59, ’60; Bear and Lion, ’59; Splinters, 
’60 ; Commencement usher, ’59 ; Seminar, ’60 ; Senior 
Class Will, ’60 ; Honor Roll, ’59. 

"Oh honestly , I don't know a thing profund? 

. . . let's keep that nose in the book . . . speaking of 
pictures , my hoz v they grozu . . . 



JOY SCHABACKER 

5245 Wolf Road 
Erie, Pennsylvania 
Syracuse University 

Cae Club ; Commencement play, ’58, ’59, ’60 ; Splinters 
contributor ’58; Splinters art staff ’59; Splinters Lit- 
erary Board ’60 ; New Hampton Dance ’60 ; Hockey 
2nd team ’59, Hockey 1st team ’60; Basketball 2nd 
team ’58, ’59, ’60; Captain; Volleyball 2nd team ’58, 
’59, 1st team ’60; Softball 2nd team ’58; Badminton 
team ’58; Senior Dinner placecards ’60; Tennis ’60; 
R. H. ’60. 

“ Got to have my gum” . . . dagger eyes, eh? . . . “Oh, 
hut I do — oh yes” . . . swings with a zvigglc zHicn she 
zealks . . . 



ELISA CUSHING SLEEPER 

25 Savage Street 
Charleston, South Carolina 
Hollins College 

Kava Club; Hockey, second team, ’60; Volleyball, ’59, 
captain, ’60; Basketball, ’60; second ’59; Life Saving, 
’59; Badminton, ’59; Softball, ’59, ’60; R. H. ’59, ’60; 
Dramatics, acting and backstage ’59, ’60; Splinters, 
’59, Photography editor, ’60; Honor Roll, ’59, ’60; 
New Hampton Concert, usher, ’60; Prom, ’60 

“Thiele, zc nil you ever clean your desk?” . . . and who 
should appear by the couch . . . frankly opinionated 
. . . current events prodigy . . . 
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BARBARA MacDONALD SMITH 

90A Main Street 
Concord, Massachusetts 
Stephens College 

Cae Club; Hockey, Second, ’57, ’58, ’59; Softball, 
Second, ’57, ’58, ’59; Volleyball, Second, ’57, ’58; 
Swimming Team, ’57, ’58, ’59; Water Ballet, ’60; 
Prom, ’60; Glee Club, ’57, ’58, ’59, ’60; Octet, ’59, 
Head, ’60 ; Christmas Pageant, ’58 ; Commencement 
Play, ’58; Bear and Lion Technical Editor, ’58; Splin- 
ters Business Board, ’59; School Marshal for Com- 
mencement, ’59; Senior Fair Business Committee, ’59; 
Class Prophecy, ’60 ; Honorable Mention Music Ap- 
preciation, ’60. 

Sing, sing , sing, . . . “You think you have it bad, I’ve 
had it for four years!” . . . numerous fire drills . . . 
continual tizzy . . . “I’ve grown accustomed to your 
face ...” 


SUSAN COLONY STARK 

South Bedford Road 
Mount Kisco, New York 

Cae Club; Hockey ’59, ’60; Volleyball, ’59, ’60; Bas- 
ketball ’59, ’60; Swimming Manager ’60; Baseball ’59, 
’60 ; R. H. Award ’59, ’60 ; Dramatics ’58, ’59, ’60 ; 
Senior Fair Committee ’60; New Hampton Dance ’60; 
Prom ’60 ; Badminton, ’60. 



“ And zvhen Giff zvas here love that kitchen 

... Tell us what really goes on at those Taft zveekends 
. . . Serene (?) . . . infectious laugh . . . 


GAIL ELLEN STOCKWELL 

199 Lothrop Road 

Grosse Pointe Farms, Michigan 

Vice-President of Kava 

Marjorie Webster Junior College 

Cava; Hockey manager ’59; 2nd team baseball ’59; 
Ind team volleyball ’59 ; 2nd team hockey ’60 ; Glee Club 
60; Dramatic Honorable Mention ’59; Dramatics ’59, 
60; Water Ballet scenery ’59, ’60; Science Fair ’60; 
father’s Day ’59; Reception Committee ’58, ’59; 
Dance decoration ’58, ’59, ’60; Senior Prom ’60; 
Splinters art ’60; Music Club, ’60; Orphan party ’60; 
Neatness award ’58 ; Dramatics Prize, ’60 

Ve will slap our chests and sing . . . “Oh no ” ... Is 
here a DOC in the house? Of course , over in Gail’s 
'oom . . . commedienne . . . Grosse Pointe . . . 




BROOKE PRICHARD TEEL 

Sunny Acre Farm 
Off Boxford Street 
North Andover, Massachusetts 
Endicott Junior College 

Cae Club; Usher, Glee Club Concert ’59; Usher, 
Christmas Play ’59; Senior Fair 60; Senior Prom ’60; 
Senior Statistics ’60; Splinters Contributions ’60. 

Boys, boys , boys , . . . “ Have you done your French?” 
English havoc . . . Brown . . . hand always to mouth 




i 

i 
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WENDY KNIGHT WILKINSON 

58 Osgood Street 
North Andover, Massachusetts 
Katharine Gibbs School 

Kava Club ; Glee Club ’57, ’58, '59 ; Dramatics ’57 ; 
Modern Dance ’58 ; Senior Fair ’60 ; Hockey, Second 
’59 ; Hockey, First ’60 ; Softball ’60 ; Kava Song ’60 ; 
Father’s Day ’59; Prom ’60; Typing Award ’58, *59 ; 
Honorable Mention in Music Appreciation ’59; Facluty 
Marshal ’59; Day Student Councilor ’60; Tennis, ’60. 

Day leaves . . . “I can't, George is meeting me” . . . 
Boston Hill . . . Oh, those French classes . . . hot and 
black ( coffee , of course!) . . . 


KAREN ELY THIELE 

7 Evergreen Way 

Tarry town, New York 

Russell Sage College 

Cae Club; Hockey, Second, ’60; Volleyball, ’59, ’60; 
Basketball, ’59, ’60; Swimming, ’59, ’60; Captain, ’59; 
Softball, ’59, ’60; Captain, ’60; Tennis, ’59, ’60; Bad- 
minton, ’59, ’60 ; Award, ’59, ’60 ; Water Ballet, ’59, 
’60 ; Captain, ’60 ; Glee Club, ’59, ’60 ; Andover Dance, 
’60; Dramatics, ’59, ’60; Commencement Play, ’59, ’60; 
Commencement Usher, ’59 ; Sets, ’59, ’60 ; Senior Fair, 
’60 ; Splinters Literary Board, ’59 ; Splinters Art Edi- 
tor, ’60; Undergrad Song, ’59; Cae Song, ’60; Honora- 
ble Mention in Art, ’59; Class Will, ’60; Art Prize,’ 
’60 ; R. H.. ’60. 

“Whaddya say zae nip up to Eexter?” . . . madras . . . 
Mathis . . . plans and confusion . . . Here it is tzvo t 
days before pro in — M-m-m? . . . bongo beat . . . “But 
Miss Ramsay 





SENIOR PLACE CARDS 


Mary Argyle 

Where’s Mary today . . . ? 

“Wake up, little Mary” 

Loud laugh 

Debby Arnold 

“Baby Sister Blues” 

Giggles 
“Show boat” 

Barbie Birdsall 
GL 2-8294 

“I’m in love with some wonderful 
guys” 

“Yeee ow!” 

Ann Burrows 
Casual dresser 
Study Hall’s twinkle toes 
“Anywhere I Wander” 

Sue Camp 
Vivacious 
Puppy eves 

“RaspBERRY, StrawBERRY” 

Kitty Carter 

Brooms away! 

“They said it couldn’t be done” 

No, my sunburn doesn’t hurt 

Molly Crumpacker 

“I’m in a conventional dither” 

B.B. 

Pro tennis 

Anne Dennler 
Waste baskets 
Prom 

“Don’t Eat the Daisies” 

Ann Dixon 
Castro 

Sea Island . . . 

“Mr. Snow” 

Diane Dubrule 

“I Could Write a Book” 

Perfection 
The art of verse 

Teddy Fisher 

Always helpful . . . 

“Ain’t Misbehavin’ ” 

I have so much to do! 

Ann Flynn 

Moonlit waters 

Frank Sinatra sings 

“Love is a Many Splendored Thing” 


Karen Heiman 
Harvey Car 
Shelly Berman 
Cuban Rebel 

Jean Lindsay 

“Talk to Me” 

Meticulous 

She has “High Hopes” 

Debby Litchfield 
“Toot Toot” 

Hamilton College 
Versatile 

Pam Murray 
Patterns 

Sunny afternoons 

Soft breeze through a twilight meadow 

Pam Pooler 
Serene 
Black Velvet 
“Bewitched” 

Mimi Preston 

Sun-tanned face 
Lonely beaches . . . 

“Petite Fleur” 

Diane Rowell 

Snow capped mountains . . . 

“Indian Love Call” 

Wind, Sand and Stars 

Joy Schabacker 

“Buttons and Bows” 

Devil eyes 
Grapefruit galore 

Lisa Sleeper 

“Oh, come on, you kids!” 

“Don’t be Cruel” 

Just a little louder? 

Bobbie Smith 

“The Defiant One” 

Music, Music, Music 
Moon over Sea Island . . . 

Sue Stark 

“Don’t Fence Me In” 

Petite Feet 

“I love to go awanderin’ ” 

Gail Stockwell 
“Oh no! 

Clod 

“Give My Regards To Broadway” 


Georgia Grant 

“Show Me the Way to go Home” 
Loafers 

Lions, panthers and tigers 


Brookie Teel 
Brown . . 


“The Boy Friend” 
. . . Quiet? 


Muriel Hahn 

“Gentlemen Prefer Blonds” 
Softly, blows the wind 
Daily letters 


Karen Thiele 


Bakers Dozen 
Boston Hill 
“Tear it Down” 


Louise Hart 


Wendy Wilkinson 

“You’ll Never Walk Alone” 

Dark beauty 

Gaiety 


Oh, studious one . . . 


v_/ 11 j O IUU.1UU.O V/11C 

“I Got Rhythm” 


Cakes, Cakes, Cakes! 


Tibbie Gregory 


Mrs. MacGay 

“Let THEM call YOU!” 
True advice 
Understanding heart 


“Mood Indigo” 
Dartmouth weekends . . . 
The Thinker 


A. B., A. F., G. G., J. L, 
P. M., J. S. 


SENIOR PROPHECY 


CHETLEY, HUNTLEY, BRINKLEY REPORT FOR MAY 7th, 1976 

CHET. Ladies and gentlemen, this is Charles Chetley welcoming you. We wish 
to transport you ahead to May 7th, 1976. YOU ARE THERE! ! 

Come in please, Bill Brinkley. 

BRINK. This is Bill Brinkley on the moon. We are at the landing of the first U.S. 
rocket at Russian Base NK-541. As the rocket door slowly creaks open, out steps Jean 
Lindsay, official interpreter between the Lunarettes, Russians, and Americans. She 
walks forward displaying the famous Lindsay smile to greet the Lunar Premier and 
his wife, Louise Hart. It is interesting to note that the premier’s wife is also a career 
girl! She is the illustrious founder of the Moonbeam Green Cheese Cookie Factory. 
Her able assistant and chief cookie tester, Kitty Carter, is now handing out sample 
bags among the other members of the party. 

As the competent world-renowned Director of Project Moon, Diane Dubrule, 
steps through the portal of the rocket ship, Crater 3 Public Lunacademy bursts into 
sonar rays of song led by Comrade Lucy Page. The only blot against this self-sacrifir 
ing kindergarten teacher is her child-husband, Hugh Worsham. 

And now we leave the festivities and return you to central headquarters and 
Charles Chetley. 

CHET. We will now send you to a point of interest on our globe — the famed 
Storyville of Boston. Come in please, Harold Huntley. 

HUNT. This is Harold Huntley outside Storyville where Anne Dennler, one time 
President of the class of 1960 at Rogers Hall School, is leading the Salvation Army 
Band in the soft strains of the Rogers Hall Song, which is so well known by the alum- 
nae — i - no, -num-of Cornell University. Pennies from heaven drop in profusion into 
her little, tin cup. 

With Ann Dennler’ s band is Miss Mary Argyle, who is the leading female vocalist. 
This soprano has had offers from Hollywood and New York, but she remains true to 
her calling and helps Ann collect the rain of pennies. 

As we step through the doors of this infamous estabishment, our coats are 
checked by Deryl Arnold. This position satisfies her desire to wear the coolest clothes 
possible, although the darling fluffy nightcaps have had to be discarded. 




Through the dense atmosphere, a throbbing, low-pitched voice permeates singing 
"\\ hatever Lola Wants, LTI ...” This could only be the illustrious actress of the 
class of 1960, Gail Stockwcll. In the wings, Barbara Smith is patiently awaiting the 
other seven-eights of her octet. It is interesting to note that she has been waiting for 
four years. This girl’s perseverance is spectacular. 

The Cooker’s Twelve and One, that famous singing group from Hamilton, is also 
on hand for the performance. Their manager, Miss Deborah Litchfield, is in a rather 
distraught state of mind as — although the group is complete — they seem to have 
the desire to wander. Flouncing nimbly among the assorted guests is Mimi Preston , 
who is selling tickets for the 16th annual College Ball in New York City. 

This is the story from Storyville and now back to Charles Chetlev at station 
P.D.Q. 

CHET. Thank you, Harold Huntley. And now for a very special report from 
our South American neighbor, Cuba. Bill Brinkley, who has flown there directly from 
the moon, is busily taking Castro-Oil to condition himself to the change of climate. 
You are still there, aren’t you? 

BRINK. Thank you, thank you, and now for my report on this lovely mosquito- 
infested isle. 

We are now watching the premier performance of the Good Will Tour of the 
Cypress Garden Waterskiing Troupe. The leading female in the amazing “Eat as You 
Go” act is Miss Barbara Birdsall. She has recently been trying to master the trick 
of screaming “Here We Go, Round Again” with crackers in her mouth while doing a 
one ski, spin start from a high tower. Among the celebrities present today is Miss 

I Margaret Ann Dixon. MAD has just finished filming on location here a revival of 

“Our Man in Havana.” She has also been improving the social relationships between 
our two countries, a practice she started many years ago. Also among the audience is 
the recognized leader of the Youth Forum Discussion Group which is known the 
world over. The tactful vociferousness of Senorita Sue Camp has done much to ease 
foreign relationships; however, her panel has recently become unruly over the question 
of human beings on the moon preceding the landings from this hemisphere. 

Ah, an intermission and time to hear the latest word from our sponsor, the folks 
from Ebony Sun Tan Cream, and the beauteous two Misses Hahn and Pooler. They 
have taken full advantage of the glorious Cuban sun and have both absorbed an 
epidermis tan of varying degrees. They have also been modeling . . . well, back to our 
honored guests. 

Miss Brooke T eel, responsible for the appearance of this great show, is the Social 
Director of Castro’s forces, a position she enjoys to her fullest capacity. She has just 
been interviewed by the former Karen Heiman, who is still collecting information for 
a long overdue paper, in a vain attempt to keep up to date. She is, however, in Cuba 
primarily on her semi-annual honeymoon. 

The show seems to be nearlv over now, so back to Charles Chetley and Station 
P.D.Q. 

CHET. We will now proceed to the wilds of New Hampshire and Harold Hunt- 
ley, who arrived from Boston by way. of the Charles River in a birch bark canoe. 

HUNT. Ladies and gentlemen, I must tell you how glad I am to see you again. 
On my trip from Boston, I was involved in a near tragic experience. I was floating 
calmly alon gthe Atlantic Coast when a huge object shot out from a small harbor and 
came straight at me with unbelievable speed. I thought it was a nuclear torpedo but 
on closer examination made out a blond form on a log, paddling with glued together 
popsicle sticks. I yelled to get her name so I could sue, but the only response was a 
distant shout of something like Stork, with a Colombian address. 

Upon finding my river, I turned up and paddled to a lumber camp fifty miles up- 
stream. The first person I saw as I arrived in camp was the former Diane Rowell, 
who seemed completely satised with her secluded life. She is employed, free of charge, 
as chief nurse, cook, and bottle washer. A point of added interest is that she cords 
wood in her spare time — game girl! Also installed in the camp infirmary is Miss Theo- 
dora Fisher, who has made quite a name for herself as head of the Massager For 
Lumber Jacks Company. The new principle involves stretching muscles while chant- 
ing the Table of Alloys. 

! 
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As I left this rustic setting, a group of lumber jacks trouped in filled with tales of 
strange sights observed in the mountains. This is their story. It seems that two 
mysterious females have been haunting our forests. One was skiing down the green 
slopes of Mount Washington; when asked if this damaged her skis, she replied “Tennis 
anyone?”. From the top of Mount Washington we heard low weird growls. On fol- 
lowing these sounds we discovered Miss Georgia Grant , who had just won an Oscar 
for her special sound effects. She was also able to give us the name of her grass skiing 
companion. It was Wendy Wilkenson. When we attempted to question her further 
she mooed and bellowed. We ran! 

So ends their strange testimony. 

Now on to Charles Chetley at Rogers Hall School in Lowell, Massachusetts. I 
believe they are conducting some strange celebration at this historic school. 

CHET. Thank you, Harold Huntley, reporting from the wilds of New Hamp- 
shire. 

And now, if the cameras will move in a little closer, we would like to present our 
special feature of the day — the joyful reunion of the graduating class of 1960. We 
take you to Founder’s Day, Rogers Hall School, May 7th, 1976. 

This day is a particularly eventful occasion as it marks the appointment of Miss 
K. E. Thiele , an outstanding member of her class, to the coveted position of head- 
mistress of this fair school. Miss Thiele had previously been instructing the seniors in 
the art of planning their aims and ambitions so that they might reach their ultimate 
goals successfully. 

As a review these thoroughly matured young women, we come first upon Joy 
Schabacker. We find that she is extremely anxious to return to Shedd and re-visit her 
old haunt — the basement. This, we are brought to understand, was the scene of 
many a night’s furtive cramming. Miss Schabacker in passing also brings us word of 
Lisa Sleeper. It seems that Lisa never did return from Europe and is now on a world 
tour with a French Count. From what we hear she has become internationally known 
as Auntie Mania. 

As our cameras now pass down the aisle of the dining room, wherein the festivi- 
ties are being held, our view is focused upon one of our career girls. Miss Molly Crum- 
packer is heatedly discussing the results of her recent studies of the new miracle build- 
ing material — Beaver Bottom Board. Opposing her many theories is the former 
Ann Burrows , who is now happily married to the Vice-President of Pittsburg Plate 
Glass Company. Being naturally prejudiced, she believes that nothing can excel her 
product in any way. Sitting next to Miss Crumpacker is the former Ann Flynn. She 
has nothing to report other than that she is now the proud mother of five children. 
We also find that her great ambition of becoming a medical secretary was not carried 
out as expected. In place of this profession she is now a very capable court steno- 
grapher. 

As we are about to leave we run into Pam Murray, the one-time Vice-President 
of the Senior Class, who is coming wearily up the stairs from the basement. She has 
just finished the preliminary alterations on the senior dresses and is now looking for 
her old roommate, Tibbie Gregory. It seems that Tibbie, the President of Cae Club, 
still retains some of her athletic capabilities. She is finally found tramping forlornly 
around Fort Hill Park. We managed to extract enough mumbled sentence fragments 
from her to draw the conclusion that she is searching for a number of Orange and 
White Index Cards which she scattered to the winds long ago. 

And now, as our day draws to a close, this is Charles Chetley at Rogers Hall, May 
7th, 1976, signing off for Bill Brinkley and Harold Huntley. Thank you and good- 
night. 


D. B. 
T. F. 
B. S. 


THE QUEST 


June 2, the morning after the many nights of intellectual cramming, has arrived. 
Turmoil pursues — evacuating closets, washing old coffee cups, and rubbing the 
fatigue of endless day from our eyes. It is very difficult to think of anything, yet think 
we must for a last will and testament is required and we are responsible. Facts are es- 
sential, knowledge of what each senior desires bequeathing, facts which can be obtain- 
ed only from personal interviews, for the grapevine lacks moral fiber. 

On our quest we first intercept Anne Dennler returning from raiding the kitchen. 
When confronted with our question, her expression becomes thoughtful, her eyes in- 
tense, until finally she drops the stolen crackers, whispers one word softly, “Voila” and 
with dignity withdraws into her room. 

Teddy is found in the kitchen industriously baking brownies. When asked what 
she thought she could do without, through a silly grin she replied, “You can’t have 
your brownies and eat them too, so I’m taking them to Bouve.” 

With such little result we progressed onward and noticed the contingent from 
Shedd holding its weekly meeting in the office with Mrs. MacGay presiding. 

The library and the study hall next — one is inhabited by the usual “below” 
group and the other by Georgia Grant at the counselor’s desk, obviously suffering 
from writer’s cramp. Titterings and snickerings fill the air creating the usual atmos- 
phere of intense study: This seems no place to ask such a serious question. 

Upon entering the history room, we see the Eternal Triangle — Fisher, Sleeper 
and Schabacker — eagerly waving their hands while the rest are engrossed in number 
19 down. We turn in disgust from such an absorbed group and echoes of “Cut it out, 
you all,” and “Bueno, bueno” follow us from the room. 

Almost missed the Trig class — but upon entering, we see Louise occupied with 
an A paper and the rest uninterested in anything but the enchanting figures before 
them. 

It’s rather difficult to traverse the labyrinth leading to the chem lab, for it is filled 
with deep brown fumes of ghastly odor. Finally arriving at the lab, we find Pam 
Murray’s comment appropriate, for she is diligently testing explosives and as she heats 
a block of charcoal with the bunsen burner, she states with a fanatical gleam in her 
eye, “If I go, we all go.” 

At the top of the long flight of stairs, we turn left and there in the art room dur- 
ing History of Art we search for one intelligent senior willing to inform. Tibbie is in 
the process of explaining the formation of a lithograph and after hearing such a 
vague, incoherent explanation we proceed on our way, disappointed. 

Five steps — we pause, and 30 seconds of French chaos paralyzes us. We then 
turn with reluctance and our mood becomes profound as we silently enter the English 
room. 

The class proceeds with such rapid intensity that we are able to pick up only 
fragments of conversation: “It’s your future, not mine”; “Prose is never a form of 
poetry”; “Aes Triplex — Ice Triplets?”; “Alumn-knee” ; “Nero, from THE KIT- 
TEN?”; “Threescore and ten.” And we leave with Miss Ramsay’s fatalistic words 
echoing and re-echoing, “Crises I can handle : It’s the little things that will one day 
make me commit murder!” 

Hours of labor later, putting to use all the knowledge so recently gained, we 
compiled the following will — with deep gravity we shall will the remains of the 
class of 1960. 

We remain — impressed with Miss Ramsay’s handling of the small things, in- 
doctrinated with good taste, obsessed with security and tradition, remembering al- 
ways, succinctness. 

We take — grass stains from prom, analyses of Galsworthy, Hardy, and Strachey, 
and a still burning desire to be with our one and only. We leave — 

Incoherent, tearful LISA leaves for the tank squad of the air corps trailed by doves of 

peace. 

HEIMAN leaves with Harvey. 

KITTY leaves her mad piano bookie-woogies to Miss LeButt. 


SMITHY leaves one corroded coffee cup to any junior desiring it (most probably 
Linda Wolf.) 

ANN F. leaves Hall and with her goes the moving van reserved for Washington and 
Wells. 

Joyous SCHABACKER leaves a much used “ice cream” look to Sally Green. 
DEBBY A. leaves her “femme fatale” attributes to the freshmen class in hopes that 
they may use them as well. 

ANN DIX leaves “the whirley bird” to third floor Shedd. 

TIBBIE leaves her abstractness, distraught. 

MIMI finally leaves. 

PAM P. leaves an angelic look and stage presence to Florie Burke. 

MURIEL leaves her “halo of hair” to Marty. 

SCAMPER leaves her neatness and quiet poise to Betty Stiles. 

GEORGIA leaves her physique to Anne Hockmeyer. 

MOLLS leaves, unorganized. 

LINDSAY leaves her labels — for the sheets, in care of Mrs. Tremble. 

BARBIE and MARY leave their squeals and giggles — resounding. 

STOCKIE takes all her talent, leaving nothing for the one taking her place as come- 
dian next year. 

THIELE — having made a “circus” of prom, leaves with a sigh of relief. 

DIANE D. takes all chemical inquisitiveness ever to be found at R. H., past present, 
or future. 

WENDY leaves a permanent day leave permission slip to her sister, Linda. 

LOUISE leaves, and with her goes the succulent KAVA feasts. 

TEDDY leaves Splinters to go to press. 

LUCIE leaves Andover — forever. 

PAM M. leaves for surgery, dragging her tank suit behind her. 

ANN B. leaves and with her go her trees, whew! 

LITCHFIELD, in a hurry to catch up with the Baker, leaves her famed shrimp creole 
in the driveway. 

BROOKIE leaves for Brown, and Men. 

ROWELL, in her usual manner, leaves the biggest picture, for Steve. 

SUE S. leaves the building trembling. 

ANN D. leaves exhausted. 

And so another year has ended. May the memory of us linger in your hearts. 
Signed and witnessed this sixth day of June, nineteen hundred and sixty by: 

Tibbie Gregory 
Diane Rowell 
Karen Thiele 

UNDERGRADUATE SONG 

The past has gone by and we’ve made some good friends; 

These memories, we hope, will last till the end. 

Think of the parties, the dances, the games — 

All is past but not forgotten, remember us then. 

[Hum the first three lines of first stanza.) 

All is past but not forgotten, remember us then. 

Seniors, we know that you’ll be with us always, 

Guiding us onward through life’s many by-ways. 

Leaving for college we send you good wishes; 

Best of luck in all that happens, you’ll conquer the world. 

Tune : “Bandoleros.” 

Written by: 

Cookie Dusseault 
Marty Ferrini 
Barbara Lage 
Linda Wolf 




I 


i 





?§»:f*lfe§ 


&«i|P 

OOP b ; 1 

*$w$ 




Z-ttfvJ, 





•isassi 


rmwSS- *- urn 'irfaHWi 





CLASS STATISTICS 


NAME 

NICKNAME 

MOST LIKELY TO BE FOUND 

Argyle 

Mary 

driving around 

Arnold 

Deryl 

trying to control her emotions 

Birdsall 

Telephone Kid 

writing letters 

Burrows 

Burz 

exchanging roommates 

Camp 

Scamp 

hiding from Mrs. E, 

Carter 

Kitty 

hiding under the bed 

Crumpacker 

Beaver Bottom 

in a broom closet 

Dennler 

Den 

asking Mrs. MacGay something 

Dixon 

Diz 

rationalizing as she eats 

Dubrule 

Diane 

at the library 

Fisher 

Teddy 

doing cross word puzzles 

Flynn 

Annabelle 

moving 

Grant 

Grunts 

imitating 

Gregory 

Tibbets 

expounding viewpoints 

Hahn 

Moo 

washing her hair in the shower 

Hart 

Louise 

scorning lunch 

Heiman 

Red 

married 

Lindsay 

Lip 

being skeptical 

Litchfield 

Litch 

reading college catalogues 

Murray 

Pam 

reading in Glee Club 

Page 

Lou 

unrolling ace bandages 

Pooler 

Pam 

embarrassed 

Preston 

Mimi 

arriving late 

Rowell 

Growl 

skipping gym 

Schabacker 

Joy 

guzzling vitamins 

Sleeper 

Lisa 

in the closet 

Smith 

Smithy 

in bathroom 

Stark 

Baby Huey 

exercising after lights 

Stockwell 

Stocky 

on the stage 

Teel 

Brookie 

discussing males 

Thiele 

Karen 

planning, planning, planning 

Wilkinson 

Wendy 

D.S.S.R. 


CLASS STATISTICS 


admired for 

intelligence 

serenity 

gaiety 

collegiate look 

cool, calm, collectedness 

subtle humor 

vagueness 

amiability 

spirit 

her creative literature 

stability 

pensiveness 

sincerity 

non-comformity 

poise 

culinary ability 
spunk 

eloquent speech 

sportsmanship 

ingenuity 

capability 

naivete 

infectious laugh 

perseverence 

femininity 

frankness 

tonal quality 

abounding energy 

imagination 

quietness 

artistic ability 

willingness 


EXPRESSION 

“Will you sign me out” ? 

“What an animal” 

“Is the phone for me”, 

“Let’s have another cup of coffee” 
“That’s tweedy” 

“But Miss Smith” 

“I just don’t understand” 

“Hi kiddo” 

“Is my hair getting longer”? 

“Chemistry’s no problem” 

“Well obviously” 

“Have a little consideration” 

“How are you Boo-Boo”? 

“It’s just ghastly” 

“Well, I’m sorry” 

“Has anyone finished 
her termpaper” ? 

“Oh really” 

“Tonight I’m going to bed” 

“Dear heart, I haven’t 
opened a book” 

“That’s not fair” 

“Study hall has begun” 

“He’s out to lunch” 

“But I don’t really like him” 

“I hate my life” 

“Does my hair look any lighter” 
“Monkey funckles” 

“I hate this place” 

“Now listen” 

“Diet, you clod” 

“When I was in Bermuda” 

“I’ve had it” 

“What have you got in the 
line of Snacks” ? 


IDIOSYNCRASY 

petticoats 

dimple 

exercising her lungs 

collecting swizzle sticks 

cow eyes 

the sun porch 

being spastic 

plated saddle shoes 

Cubans 

paper clips 

problem toes 

temper 

Feet 

being a worry wart 

her big toe 

moccasin® 

freckles 

labels 

accent 

custard 

her limp 

black dress 

peroxide 

monogramed stationery 

low metabolism 

ventilators 

dark rooms 

perpetual motion 

talking on her play telephone 

French verbs 

souvenirs 

her hoodlum friend 


D. A., S. C., B. T. 










KEY TO BABY PICTURES 


1. “She’s mine” 

i. 

Litchfield 

2. “Heil Hitler” 

2. 

Gregory 

3. “Sugar and Spice and 
everything nice” 

3. 

Thiele 

4. “Et tu, Brutus?” 

4. 

Wilkinson 

5. “Easter Parade” 

5. 

Stark 

6. “I didn’t go in swimming!” 

6. 

Murray 

7. “Sure, I have a Tonette” 

7. 

Dubrule 

8. “Oh, baby! Just one more 
time!” 

8. 

Carter 

9. “Ah, who says I’m a 

flirt?” 

9. 

Schabacker 

10. “Beat it He’s mine.” 

10. 

Dixon 

11. “How’s about some 
snacks?” 

11. 

Sleeper 

12. “Come fly with me.” 

12. 

Teel 

13. “I hear there’s a moon 
tonight.” 

13. 

Birdsall 

14. You mean you have NO 

Chanel?” 

14. 

Camp 

15. “You can’t all come.” 

15. 

Stockwell 

16. “July’s pin-up girl.” 

16. 

Rowell 

17. “O.K. Take it from the 
top.” 

17. 

Burrows 

18. “Use that old right 
hook now.” 

18. 

Preston 

19. “Hey, CHOCOLATE 
ice cream.” 

19. 

Fisher 

20. “I’m too young to work.” 

20. 

Heiman 

21. “What do you mean, no 
seconds?” 

21. 

Dennler 

22. “The woods are this 
way.” 

22. 

Argyle 

23. “ . . . And then Hamlet 
killed the king . . .” 

23. 

Arnold 

24. “For the next picture 
hand me my shades.” 

24. 

Grant 

25. “What Ivory Look” 

25. 

Smith 

26. “Forty-three beans in 
every cup” 

26. 

Flynn 

27. “Look Ma, no 
cavities” 

27. 

Page 

28. “We’re going to play in the 
street.” 

28. 

Hahn 

29. “Hey, wait until I 
finish.” 

29. 

Lindsay 

30. “This is my 

“Reserved Look” 
for photographers” 

30. 

Hart 

31. “Oh boy! The gate’s open.” 

31. 

Pooler 




Junior Class 




Junior-Senior “Beat” Party 
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Freshmen, Sophomores and Juniors at Play 







Council 

Left to Right — Dixon, Hahn, Wilkinson, W., Clark, Wolf, Fisher (vice president), Upham, 
Gregory, Page (president), Olson and Mrs. MacGay. 



Splinters 

Front, Left to Right — Dusseault, Dubrule, Jackson, Litchfield, Fisher, Thiele, Burke, Wolf, 
Torrey, Burrows. Back, Left to Right — Hart, Arnold, Rowell, Nevius, Crumpacker. 




Bear and Lion 

Left to Right — Booth, Greene, Burke, Grinnell, Wolf, Richardson, Hudson, Rockwell, May- 
berry, Bloomingdale, Semple, Nevius (president), Ferrini, Wilson, S. (art editor), Maguire, 
Olson - missing. 
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Glee Club 



R H Negatives 

Left to Right: Hinsdale, Stiles, Page, Turner, Smith, pres., Lage, Dixon, Grant. 





CLUB OFFICERS 

To Ann Dixon and Gail Stockwell of KAVA and Tibbie Gregory and Georgia 
Grant of CAE we give our most sincere thanks for their leadership through this year. 
Their spirit and perseverance set a high tone in both clubs. 

We all shall not forget them. 




Cae Club 



Kava Club 






Cheerleaders 

Cae: 1st ( l.-r .) Dusseault, Wolf, Arnold, Mayberry. 2nd ( l.-r .) Turner, Bloomingdale, 
Glenn. 3rd Wilson, S. (captain) 



Cheerleaders 

Kava : 1st (l.-r.) Wilkinson, L., Booth, Fisher, Page, Clark, Camp, Richardson, Hahn, Burke 
2nd (l.-r.) Birdsall, Ferrini (captain), Dennler 



SWIMMING MEET 

Three o’clock on May 18 found Cae and Kava waiting with tension and excite- 
ment for the beginning of the swimming meet. 

The girls who were swimming form went first. They moved down the pool show- 
ing their grace and skill in backstroke, breaststroke, crawl, and sidestroke. 

The whistle blew and the racing began. Every girl pulled as hard as she could 
and the score was close throughout the meet. 

When the last contestant had swum, everyone anxiously stood around the pool 
and awaited the outcome. After what seemed like an eternity, the score was an- 
nounced, Cae 54 - Kava 46. 

Both teams should be congratulated for their fine showing and an exciting after- 
noon. 


Cae 

Dusseault 

Grant 

Green 

Penniman 

Thiele 

Wells 

Wolf 

Stark, Manager 


Kava 
Grimes 
Hockmeyer 
Latham 
Osborne 
Page 
Semple 
Washington 
Blackwood, Manager 

L. W. 



Cae Swimming 

Cae: Grant, Thiele, Dusseault, Penniman, Greene, 
Wells, Wolf (captain), Stark (manager) 


Kava Swimming 

Kava: Washington, Latham, Osborne, Page, 
Grimes, Semple (captain), Blackwood (manager), 
Hockmeyer - missing. 



FIRST TEAM HOCKEY 

Amid the enthusiastic shouts and cheers, the first team game began! Hockey 
sticks dove in after the ball — each one trying to move it a little closer to the goal. 
First one end, then the other — lunges, sticks, passes! It was announced at the half 
that Cae w r as leading by a small margin. After the rousing cheers, presented by the 
Cae and Kava cheerleaders, both teams one again ran out onto the field. The tension 
grew, the cheers increased, the determination mounted. Although Cae came out on 
top (with the score of 9-3), both teams are to be congratulated. For without their 
excellent spirit and sportsmanship, there could never have been a game as exciting- 
ly well-played as this one! 


CAE 

Grant 

Delaney 

Glen 

Dusseault 

Bloomingdale (Capt) 

Gregory 

Stark 

subs — Wilson, Schabacker 


KAVA 
Semple 
Fisher (Capt) 

Wilkinson, W 

Dixon 

Camp 

Rockwell 

Ferrini 

subs — Wilkinson, L., Heiman 


SECOND TEAM HOCKEY 

On November 16th the students, donned in red and blue, waited eagerly for the 
annual clash of the Cae and Kava second teams. Being an extremely cold day, the 
officers found that there was an abundance of pep. After the half, with more cheering 
led by the club cheerleaders, both teams ran out onto the field — each more deter- 
mined than ever to win. In the end, Cae came out on top with a score of 9-3. How- 
ever, the good spirit and sportsmanship, with which the teams played, were the true 
highlights of this game! 


CAE 

Wolf 

Litchfield 

Cornwall 

Thiele 

Arnold 

Carter (Capt) 

Green 

subs: Dubrule, Smith 


KAVA 

Gort 
Osborne 
Hibbs (Capt) 

Stockwell 

Pooler 

Dennler 

Page 

subs: Sleeper, Nevius 

K. T. 



Hockey 

Cae: (/.-/\) Stark, Gregory, Schabacker, Glenn, Bloomingdale (captain), Delaney, Dusseault, 
Wilson, S., Grant, Lindsay (manager). 



Kava: (/.-r.) Ferrini, Camp, Heiman, Wilkinson, W., Fisher (captain), Wilkinson, L., Rock- 
well, Dixon, Semple, Washington (manager) 
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FIRST TEAM VOLLEYBALL GAME 

The big day, January 20, dawned bright and clear. This was the day when Cae 
and Kava would show their volleyball skills. The Cae bear and its supporters took 
their places on the stage and Kava sat up in the balcony. 

The teams ran neck and neck throughout the game and it was exciting to watch. 
The captain for Kava, Lisa Sleeper, and the captain for Cae, Cookie Dusseault, led 
their teams in some brilliant playing. 

At the final whistle, there were cheers from each team as we heard Miss Bowes 
utter the fateful word, “Tie.” The score was deadlocked at 42 - 42 and the tension 
and excitement mounted by the minute. 

After a three minute overtime, Kava walked away with the honors with a 
final score of 51 - 45. The spirit and playing were both terrific and all were repaid by 
parties given by the clubs. 


Kava 

Sleeper, Captain 

Rockwell 

Dixon 

Ferrini 

Fisher 

Heiman 

Hahn 

Nevius 

Blackwood, sub. 
Richardson, Manager 


Cae 

Dusseault, Captain 

Bloomingdale 

Delaney 

Dubrule 

Schabacker 

Stark 

Thiele 

Litchfield 

Wilson, J., sub. 

Mayberry, Manager 

F. B 


2ND TEAM VOLLEYBALL 

Intense eyes watched as the ball was batted from side to side. The teams were ex- 
pertly matched and the outcome held suspense for all. Ahead of the half, Kava fought 
hard and steadily but Cae’s fixed determination to surpass Kava’s score was so chal- 
lenging that an exciting game was enjoyed by the spectators. 

Exhilarant shouts by Kava were met by undiscouraged smiles of Cae as the final 
score showed Kava ahead 34 to 25. 


Cae 

Pam Cornwall 
Linda Wolf 
Sally Green 
Sally Begg 
Tory Glenn 
Julie Upham 
Tibby Gregory 
Susie Wilson, Capt. 
Mimi Preston, Sub. 


Kava 

Barbara Birdsall 
Sue Camp, Capt. 
Melissa Klein 
Betty Fiske 
Debbie Latham 
Gina Osborne 
Pam Pooler 
Betsy Semple 
Brookie Clark, Sub. 

J.s. 



Volleyball 

Cae: standing ( l.-r .) Mayberry (manager), Thiele, Litchfield, Stark, Grant, Dubrule. Sit- 
ting Bloomingdale, Wilson, J„ Dusseault (captain), Delaney, Schabacker. 



Kava: standing (l.-r.) Richardson (manager), Nevius, Ferrini, Blackwood, Rockwell, Hahn 
Sitting Heiman, Dixon, Sleeper (captain), Fisher. 


BASKETBALL GAMES 


The second team basketball game held on the 7th of March was an exciting 
event, but one not quite equaling the fury and celerity of the first team game two 
days later. CAE was the victor all around with such scores as 29 to KAVA’S 13 in the 
second team and a close of 42 to 38 in the first game. 

SECOND TEAM 


Cae 

Joy Schabacker, capt. 

Julie Upham 
Karen Hanson 
Joan Delaney, sub. 

Tibbie Gregory 
Linda Wolf 
Sue Wilson 
Peggy Wells, sub. 

FIRST 

Cae 

Debbie Litchfield, capt. 

Pam Cornwall 
Karen Thiele 
Diane Dubrule, sub. 

Cookie Dusseault 
Georgia Grant 
Jeff Bloomingdale 
Sue Stark, sub. 


Kava 

Karen Hibbs 
Teddy Fisher 
Betty Fiske 
Sue Camp, capt. 

Muriel Hahn 
Pam Pooler 
Barrie Grimes, sub. 

TEAM 

Kava 

Betsy Semple, capt. 
Karen Heiman 
Marty Ferrini 
Ann Dixon 
Lyn Rockwell 
Lisa Sleeper 
Sue Lumb, sub. 

Bobbie Washington, sub. 

D. R. 



Basketball 

Cae: Burrows (manager), Litchfield (captain), Kava: Booth (manager) , Semple (captain) , Dix- 

Grant, Dubrule, Bloomingdale, Cornwall, Stark, on, Sleeper, Heiman, Rockwell, Ferrini, Lumb, 

Thiele, Dusseault Washington 



Tennis 


Cae : Front , Glenn. Rear (/.-r. ) , Litchfield, Scha- 
backer, Grant, Thiele 


Kava : Front , Wilkinson, W. Rear (/.-r.), Burke, 
Heiman, Osborne, Semple. 



Badminton 

Cae: Front (/.-r.), Wilson, S., Dusseault. Rear, Kava: Front (/.-r.), Semple, Sleeper. Rear, Burke, 
Litchfield, Stark, Thiele Heiman, Fisher. 






Cak: Front ( l.-r ) Dusseault, Cornwall, Glenn, Delaney. Rear ( I.-r .) Gregory, Litchfield, 
Wilson, S., Stark, Thiele (captain), Grant, Wolf, Winer, Murray (manager). 


SOFTBALL GAME 

The softball game finally got underway after it was postponed three times due to 
bad weather. At the end of the seventh inning the scorers announced a tie. After a 
huddle between the Cae and Kava presidents it was annouced that a play-off game 
would decide the winner. Hitting to Kava’s victory, Lynn Rockwell’s homer added 
two points to Kava’s score, setting the final score at Kava 34, Cae 32. 



Kava. Front ( l-r .) Fisher, Sleeper, Semple, Dixon Rear {l.-r.) Donoghue (manager), 
Rockwell, Osborne, Ferrini (captain), Wilkinson, W., Gort, Burke. 







CALENDAR 


September 

23 — School opens — -Great confusion, new and old faces. 

26 — Singing Beach — Not many braved the icy waters, but it was a wonderful day. 

27 — Vespers — From Barbara Shure we learned about the theatre. Shall we be act- 
ors? 

October 

3 — Party — The old girls spread out the welcome mat complete with submarine 
sandwiches, pizza, and songs. 

8 — Initiation — Some of the things we had to do! 

10 — Celebrity Series — Some appreciate Shakespeare and some don’t. 

11 — Vespers — Baron von Blomberg talked about personalities in the Iron Curtain. 
It was thrilling and exciting. 

17 — Movie — Death of a Salesman — Were there tears? 

24 — Senior Fair — Hidden talents brought to life. 

25 — Vespers — Faust was an excellent singer, but we were more interested in him. 
27 — First Team Hockey Game and Banquet — Cae stole the show. 

November 

4 — Council dinner at Hartwell Farms — I heard there was plenty of good food — 
what happened to all those diets? 

8 — Symphony — For those of us who want a well rounded background. 

21 — One Act Plays — After many extra rehearsals, we finally made it. 

25 — Thanksgiving Vacation starts — Will these classes ever end? 

26— 30 — Vacation — Isn’t it great to be home? 

December 

5 — Andover Dance— When is the next one? 

11 — Celebrity Series — Pianists are fine, but did you happen to count those encores? 
13 — Christmas Vespers — Orphans’ Party — Oh, you lucky seniors. 

15 — Christmas Banquet and Play — What a night! 

16— Vacation— AT LAST! 

January 

6 — Vacation Ends — How sad we all are! 

9 — Movie — Born Yesterday — How ancient! 

10 — Vespers — What does Dr. Gerald have that we don’t? 

16 — Exeter Dance — Where was that open window? 

17 — Movies on Hawaii — Something to dream about 

20 — First and Second team Vollyball games — Kava walked away with all the 
honors. 

24 — Vespers — Movies on Africa — Learn something new every day. 

25- 28 — Midyears — We never want to hear the word blue book again. 

February 

6 — Ski weekend for those of us who are experts. 

7 — Vespers — Anita Wentworth certainly knows the entertainment business. 

13 — The Juniors gave nineteen children a Valentines Day to remember. 

27 — New Hampton Dance — They’re still looking for that live cannibal. 

March 

7 — Second team basketball game — Cae made it look easy, but it was all in fun. 

9 — First team basketball game — Cac won by two baskets — What a heartbreaker! 

11 — Juniors threw a beatnik party for the Seniors — it was way out! 

12 — Mary Stuart — Wouldn’t it be nice to always see plays instead of read the text- 
book? 

16 — Spring Vacation begins— Three weeks of ????? 


April 

6 — Oh well, Spring Term is the shortest .... 

10 — Vespers — Vincent Burns intrigued us with his talk and poetry. 

16 — Exeter Dance — It really snowed that night! 

23 — Father-daughter Weekend — Dads are great, aren’t they? 

30 — New Hampton Dance — What was that smell in right field? 

May 

6 — Freshmen and Sophomores gave the orphans a glimpse into cartoon land. 

7 — Founder’s Day — Lobster salad, little children, water ballet, and 

21 — Prom — “The rules, the rules” 

30-2 — Exams — The usual talk of closets, coffee, and blue books. 

June 

2 — Gae and Kava supper — Rest at last! 

3 — The Spelling Bee — Down, Down, Down etc. 

Senior Dinner at Mrs. MacGay’s — It won’t be long now. 

4 — Singing Beach — The rain just couldn’t hold off one more day. 

5 — Baccalaureate — My, the Seniors looked serious. 

6 — Senior Luncheon — Well done, Seniors. 

Class Day — The Seniors pulled a few laughs. 

Water Ballet — Yes, time does go by. 

Play — Ah, the French are great. 

7 — Graduation — Through our tears we watch our wonderful seniors go. We’ll 
miss them! 

F. B. 


SENIOR FAIR 

This year’s senior class showed its originality by sponsoring a fair for the school. 
Every girl contributed one or more articles which ranged from food to waste baskets. 

At 8:00 the gymnasium doors opened for students and faculty alike to come in 
and browse. There were 7 tables which displayed shell jewelry, aprons and other 
hand-made clothes, home decorated waste baskets, candied apples, cider, cake and 
cookies, and Rogers Hall mugs. 

People frantically ran from table to table, attempting to purchase their favorite 
articles before the next person did. The purchases rapidly mounted while the money 
dwindled. 

By 9 : 00, the fair was over and the vivacious seniors held in their possession the 
well-earned one hundred and twenty-five dollars. 


L. W. 


ORPHANS’ PARTY 

On Friday, December eleventh, the Senior Class played hostess to twenty chil- 
dren from the Lowell Children’s Home. In a gym decorated with streamers and 
stars, they played a rather wild version of “Musical Chairs” and then a calmer game 
of “Pin the Beard on Santa Claus.” Refreshments were served to both the guests and 
the Seniors and then various short films were shown. About nine-thirty the party was 
over and from the smallest three year old to the largest child of thirteen came a mix- 
ture of thanks and sad good-bys. The Senior Class, I am sure, was happy to have 
some tangible way of spreading Christmas cheer, and Ann Dennler and Pam Murray 
should be complimented on the party’s success. 

T. F. 




ANDOVER DANCE AND CONCERT 


The fifth of December held excitement for Rogers Hall as the Andover Band ar- 
rived laden with tubas, trumpets, drums and flutes. After a delicious dinner, all pro- 
ceeded to the gym where the concert took place. 

Under the management of Miss LeButt, the Rogers Hall glee club, singing 
Christmas songs accompanied by the Andover Band, presented delightful entertain- 
ment for spectators. The solo by Mary Louise Argyle was especially commendable. 

After a quick removal of chairs and dimming of lights a concert hall was amaz- 
ingly transformed into a dance floor. Pale blue lights around the gym revealed en- 
twined blue and white streamers joined in the center accenting a twisting silver mir- 
row ball. These tedious but well rewarded preparations were made by the dance com- 
mittee, headed by Lucy Page. Only music by Mr. Grant’s band, resounding over the 
dance floor, could climax the evening. 

During intermission, entertainment by Rogers Hall’s “Octet” and Andover’s 
“Sour Grapes” was held. The dance began to dissemble at eleven o’clock and an over 
all picture disclosed a good time by all. 

J. s. 


EXETER CONCERT AND DANCE 

On January sixteenth Rogers Hall held a joint concert with the glee club and or- 
chestra of the Phillips Exeter Academy. The concert commenced at four-thirty and 
was introduced by joint glee clubs vocalizing “Turn back o man.” Following this the 
Rogers Hall Glee Club sang various carols reminiscent of Christmas. The Phillips 
Exeter orchestra then played several selections and their glee club sang folk songs and 
spirituals. After joint choruses had sung an impressive ’Christmas Cantata the concert 
came to a close. 

Dates were then introduced and after everyone had eaten an enjoyable meal, all 
trouped en masse to the gym. The red and black decorations were colorful and receiv- 
ed a great deal of notice during the evening. The Royal Exonians provided the music 
and it wasn’t long before the dance was in full swing. During the intermission the 
R.H. Negatives and Peadquads captivated the interest of all. Their performances 
were as always a high spot of the evening’s entertainment. Not long after their presen- 
tation, the dance came to a close and as the old story goes: many were sad to see such 
an evening come to a close while others were not quite so pessimistic. 

N. N. 


NEW HAMPTON DANCE 

The date was February 27th . . . mingled throughout Rogers Hall, were great 
waves of excitement, nervousness and reluctance. At 3:30 the two schools faced each 
other at opposite ends of the gym, each somewhat in doubt as to the success of the 
evening. 

As the first strains of music were heard, the tensions and hesitance disappeared, 
and by intermission the dance was in full swing. The R.H. Negatives were received 
well by the usual loyal and appreciative audience. New Hampton’s group, the Double 
Quartet, sang equally well. Thanks to the dance committee, the colorful theme of 
“Tropical Heat Wave” was carried out extremely well. 

Contrary to all prior beliefs, the dance, (as agreed by almost everyone), was the 
best of the year. No sooner was the gym void of all “New Hamptoners” than the 
numerous plans (that is to say, ideas) for a future rendez-vous between the two 
schools, were well under way. 


K. T. 


CHRISTMAS VESPERS 


On a cold, rainy night twelve days before Christmas, in the crowded candle-lit 
room, Christmas Vespers commenced. The Glee Club’s singing of “The First Noel” 
and Lucy Page’s reading, from Luke, of the first Christmas opened the program and 
stirred the audience and participants into a feeling of deep solemnity. 

The original readings followed, included Gail Mayberry’s “Show Me the Way,” 
Paula Snyder’s “A Lonely Star” and Anne Dennler’s “The Littlest Angel,” all of 
which inspired an aura of deep, sincere feeling. Also Diane Dubrule read her paper 
entitled “A Santa Claus,” Joy Schabacker, “Eve,” and Teddy Fisher, “The Individual 
Christmas.” Words of wisdom from Girbran’s “The Prophet” supplemented these 
masterpieces and were put forth beautifully by Mary Argyle. 

Mrs. MacGay then presented class rings to the seniors, who received them with 
great appreciation and visions of days hence when these small gold symbols would re- 
call memories of Rogers Hall. Briefly and appropriately, Mrs. MacGay spoke of 
Elizabeth Rogers and the related significance of the spirit of Christmas. The program 
ended with all singing “Joy to the World.” 

The Christmas season had been acknowledged and welcomed beautifully and 
profoundly. 

D. R. 


CHRISTMAS BANQUET AND PLAY 


A chorus of voices singing “Deck the Halls’ ’marked the start of the Christmas 
festivities at Rogers Hall. The traditional turkey banquet was served in the dining 
room under the able direction of Mrs. Tremble. Between courses carols and other 
seasonal songs were sung by the Glee Club. Immediately following the repast, all pro- 
ceeded to the gymnasium for the annual Christmas play. 

When the ushers had seated everyone, Mrs. Dorothy Worsham directed the 
dramatics club in a splendid production of “Gloria,” a story of a shepherd boy’s and a 
wise man’s unselfishness in aiding a pursued mother and her child. A choral group 
and Miss LeButt provided the background music. 


CAST OF CHRISTMAS PLAY 


Prophet - Priest 
Juda . 

Obed . 

Saradan 

Elizabeth 

First Soldier 

Second Soldier 

Third Soldier 

First Shepherd 

Second Shepherd 

Third Shepherd 

Fourth Shepherd 

First Heavenly Messenger 

Second Heavenly Messenger 

Third Heavenly Messenger 

Three Wise Men 

Mary .... 

Joseph .... 


Nancy Nevius 
Molly Crumpacker 
. . . . . Jean Lindsay 

Georgia Grant 
Mary Argyle 
Cookie Dusseault 
. . . . . Susan Wilson 

Keath Hinsdale 
. . . . Barbara Washington 

Julia Hudson 
Theodora Fisher 
. . . . . Betty Stiles 

Pamela Pooler 
Karen Thiele 
Ann Dixon 

Susan Stark, Florrie Burke, Deborah Litchfield 
. . . . . Sandra Olson 

. . . . . Becky Forster 

D. E. D. 


ONE-ACT PLAYS 

The first dramatic attempt of 1959 occurred Saturday, November twenty first, 
after two months of intensive work on the part of Mrs. Worsham. Unfortunately not 
many people were able to attend and the actresses’ fledgling efforts were applauded 
only by the rest of the school. 

The curtain opened first on the living room of Amelia Bloomer’s house in Seneca 
Falls. This amusing play, entitled “The Birth of the Bloomer” by C. Neilson Gattey 
and Z. Bramley-Moore, concerned women’s suffrage and was especially appropriate 
on account of the rare chance for the entire cast to portray women. 

The second play was a fancifal farce by John Madison Morton called “Box and 
Cox.” An exceptional trio played their parts to perfection and showed remarkable 
self-control during such trying circumstances as the slipping and eventual loss of a 
wig. 

Miss Emerson and staff should be commended for their efforts in the scenic 
field and as always we are grateful for Manuel and Bill’s able assistance. 


THE BIRTH OF THE BLOOMER 


Amelia Bloomer ...... 

Pamela Pooler 

Elvira ........ 

. . Sandra Olson 

Prudence ....... 

. . Kathy Craig 

Elizabeth Cady Stanton . ... . 

. . Mary Argyle 

A Woman ....... 

. . Victoria Glenn 

Frances Hoskins ...... 

Florence Burke 

Tabitha Higgins ...... 

Julie Upham 

Madame Mimi ...... 

Johanna Dusseault 

Elizabeth Smith Miller ..... 

Theodora Fisher 

BOX & COX 

Box ........ 

. Jennifer Bloomingdale 

Cox ........ 

. . Nancy Nevuis 

Mrs. Bouncer ...... 

Gail Stockwell 

TECHNICAL STAFF 

Director ....... 

Mrs. Dorothy Ann Worsham 

Scenery ....... 

Miss Eleanor Emerson 

Karen Theile, Pamela Murray, Susan Lumb, Karen Hansen 

Stage Manager for <e Birth of the Bloomer ” 

Jean Lindsay 

Stage Manager for (( Box & Cox ” .... 

. . Ann Burrows 

Properties ....... 

. . Muriel Hahn 

Costumes ....... 

Julia Hudson 

Makeup . . Ann Flynn, Karen Hibbs, Deborah Arnold, Sally Letson 

Programs ....... 

Ann Burrows, Sue Penniman 
T. F. 


THE SPRING PLAYS 


On the evening of March the fourteenth, two one act plays were presented under 
the sapable direction of Mrs. Dorothy Worsham and Miss Eleanor Emerson, who 
supervised the scenery. The first play to be presented, “Enter The Hero,” revealed 
the plight of a young man named Harold, who had found himself in the most unfor- 
tunate position of being cornered into an engagement by the efforts of Ruth Carey, a 
conniving young woman who writes letters to herself. Sandra Olson played the part 
of the eccentric letter writer and Nancy Nevius played the part of Harold. 

The “Ugly Duckling” by A. A. Milne, was the second play to be given. This play 
concerned Princess Camilla, a beautiful girl whose parents believed her to be ugly. 
Her father, the King, arranges her marriage to Prince Simon through a series of 
complicated character switches. 


Ruth 


CAST OF 

ENTER THE HERO 

• • • • • 

Molly Crumpacker 

Anne 


...... 

. Sandra Olson 

Harold . 


...... 

Nancy Nevius 

Mrs. Carey 

. 

. 

Julie Upham 








> 
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CAST OF 

THE UGLY DUCKLING 


The King 

The Queen 

The Princess Camilla 

The Chancellor 

Ducibella 

Prince Simon 

Carlo 

A Page 


Jennifer Bloomingdale 
Gail Stockwell 
Rebecca Forester 
Theodora Fisher 
Mary Louise Argyle 
Johannah Dusseault 
Linda Wolf 
Katherine Carter 


TECHNICAL STAFF 

Director ...... Mrs. Dorothy Ann Miller Worsham 

Stage Manager for ENTER THE HERO .... Florence Burke 

Stage Manager for THE UGLY DUCKLING . . . Sue Penniman 

Properties ...... Shiela Donoghue, Elizabeth Stiles 

Sound .......... Ann .Dixon 

Makeup . . . Susan Camp, Martha Ferrini, Ann Flynn, Victoria Glenn 

Sally Letson, Diane Rowell, Elisa Sleeper 
Costume Mistress ........ Deborah Arnold 

Scenery .... Miss Eleanor Emerson and The Art Department 

N. N. 


SENIOR PROM 

The Seniors were blest with a sun-sparkling day and blossom-covered grass for 
their Senior Prom. After decorating all morning everyone spent a quiet afternoon 
with their escorts, who represented many colleges and schools in the East. 

Mrs. Tremble, as usual, supplied us with a “scrumptious” dinner. As everyone 
walked through a lilac covered trellis into the dining room, umbrellas hanging from 
the ceiling to catch pennies set the stage for the theme, “Pennies From Heaven.” This 
song was played for the Senior’s dance and the evening was quickly under way. All 
too soon Rubie Newman’s orchestra played the theme song slowly to gently pull us 
back to reality and midnight. 

Sunday everyone returned for a hamburger breakfast. Ann Dennler and Pam 
Murray should be congratulated for their well worth-while efforts. They were certain- 
ly appreciated and it was a sorrowful group at noon that said their final good-byes. 

T. F. 



FATHERS’ DAY 


Our day for the “man who pays the bills” this year fell on April twenty-third. As 
a well-established two-year old tradition, this year’s Fathers’ Day was a successful en- 
core of its predecessor. 

Once again our best beaux arrived prepared for a strenuous day. The luncheon 
was, as always, delicious. Our game fathers managed to get through a song-fest and 
softball game before retiring to the motel to “freshen” up themselves and their spirits. 
After dinner numerous skits were performed with special praises due the freshmen. Be- 
fore the dancing started, Mrs. MacGay made the welcome announcement that “pro” 
would be forgotten and everyone could spend Sunday with their fathers! 

Promptly at ten-fifteen the dance ended with the fathers leaving to nurse new 
corns and the daughters to polish their shoes. 

T. F. 


BACCALAUREATE 

On Sunday, June 5, the graduating class of ’60, the undergraduates, faculty, par- 
ents, and friends gathered at All Souls for an impressive and an inspiring service. The 
sermon, “Noblesse Oblige,” delivered by Rev. Roland E. Johnson showed the seniors 
the responsibilities of life ahead. 

Following the service a reception hour was held in the vestry of the church. 

Baccalaureate was a perfect beginning to the senior activities and commence- 
ment. 

L. W. 


MUSICALE 

Sunday, June 5, the glee club gathered in the study hall for its final performance. 
The program began with “All Glory, Laud, and Honor,” “Psalm 150,” “I’m Gonna 
Sing,” and “He’s Got the Whole World in His Hand.” 

Pam Grinnell, Sally Greene, Anne Hockmayer, and Anne Gilgis played a piano 
quartet which was a pleasant intermission from the singing. 

The glee club continued its program with a varied array of songs, ending in a 
selection from the operetta, “The Pirates of Penzance.” 

While enjoying refreshments in the dining room after the concert, everyone 
agreed that it was a fitting finale to the year. 


L. W. 


COMMENCEMENT PLAY 


On Monday evening, May sixth, the Seniors of the class of sixty had their final 
opportunity to perform for the school, parents, and friends. “Time Remembered” by 
Jean Anouilh is a comedy set in France at the turn of the twentieth century. All the 
well-known figures in comedies are present — a mad countess, a beautiful young girl, 
a love-saddened Prince, and a tweedy Lord. Beside these rather familiar figures were 
gypsy musicians who really played music, and a taxi cab driver with an ivy covered 
taxi. 

As usual Mrs. Worsham, our able director, managed to steer everyone in the 
right direction. With five set changes the assistance of Miss Emerson was in a very 
prominent position. Who but our faithful Manuel could provide us with a tree than 
could be raised and lowered? Julie Upham was always ready to lift rocks or give cues 
as the Stage Manager. 

All agreed that it had been a successful play; however, if that is what happens 
when a rehearsal is held for the curtain calls it would be wise to be impromptu for 
that part of the play. 


CAST OF CHARACTERS 


Amanda, a milliner ....... Mary Louise Argyle 

The Duchess of Pont-au-Bronc ...... Gail Stockwell 

Theophilus, a butler ....... Susan Wilson 

Lord Hector ........ Theodora Fisher 

The Taxi-Driver ....... Johannah Dusseault 

The Ice-Cream Man ....... Georgia Grant 

Prince Albert ......... Nancy Nevius 

Ferdinand, a head waiter ..... Jennifer Bloomingdale 

The Landlord ........ Karen Theile 

The Ghilly ........ Mary Crumpacker 

The Gypsy Musicians (piano) ...... Karen Booth 

(violin) ...... Julia Hudson 

The Cloakroom Attendant ...... Joy Schabacker 

The Maids . . Deborah Arnold, Sandra Olson, Lucy Page, Diane Rowell 

The Waiters . . . Florence Burke, Katherine Carter, Louise Jackson 

Susan Stark, Elizabeth Stiles 


TECHNICAL STAFF 

Director ...... Mrs. Dorothy Ann Miller Worsham 

Musical Assistance ....... Miss Dorothy LeButt 

Scenery . . Miss Eleanor Emerson, Ann Burrows, Johannah Dusseault 

Susan Lumb, Pamela Murray, Karen Thiele 
Stage Manager ........ Julie Upham 

Sound .......... Ann Dixon 

Properties ......... Carolyn Rockwell 

Make Up ..... Susan Camp, Martha Ferrini, Ann Flynn, 

Karen Hibbs, Sally Letson 

T. F. 









CLASS DAY 


Beginning on a musical note with the Cae and Kava songs, class day exercises 
commenced immediately following the senior luncheon. Officers for the clubs were 
announced — Florrie Burke and Sheila Donoghue respectively president and vice- 
president for Kava, Gail Mayberry and Susie Wilson for Cae. A great deal of ap- 
plause accompanied this announcement. 

Awards and prizes were then presented by Mrs. MacGay. The R. H. awards, the 
Cae and Kava cups for the various sports and the neatness awards were distributed in 
sequence. Muriel Hahn received the posture cup — a tribute for one who had borne 
herself magnificently all year. Betsy Semple received the tennis cup and Karen 
Thiele, the badminton charm. 

Continuing the musical atmosphere of the afternoon, the Octet gave an outstand- 
ing performance, displaying melodious voices and the most superb poise. 

The remainder of the program was conducted by the Senior Class led by Anne 
Dennler. A fascinating account of the Seniors sixteen years from now compiled the 
Prophecy, all done in “you are there” style. The Will was preceded by a piece uniquely 
concerned with the quest for Senior bequests. 

The undergraduates sang to the Seniors, the Seniors to the undergrads, thus 
ending another class day exercise. 


Hockey 

Volleyball 

Basketball 

Swimming 

Softball 

Tennis 

Badminton 


CLUB CUPS 

Cae 

Kava 

Cae 

Cae 

Kava 

Kava 

Cae 


R. H. AWARDS 

Given to those who have earned a total of fifty or more points. Points are given for 
athletic ability, good sportsmanship, managers, captains, water ballet, posture, at- 
titude and neatness. 


Cae 

Joan Delaney 
Johannah Dusseault 
Georgia Grant 
Deborah Litchfield 
Joy Schabacker 
Susan Stark 
Karen Thiele 
Susan Wilson 
Linda Wolfe 


Kava 

Susan Camp 
Ann Dixon 
Martha Ferrini 
Theodora Fisher 
Karen Heiman 
Jinna Osborne 
Carolyn Rockwell 
Elizabeth Semple 
Elisa Sleeper 
Barbara Washington 


NEATNESS AWARDS 


Hall Rebecca Forster and Janis Woodward 

House Muriel Hahn, Pamela Pooler, 

Leslie Blackwood and Mary Preston 
Shedd Deborah Arnold and Theodora Fisher 


D. R. 


COMMENCEMENT 


Commencement Day was sunny and warm as is usual at Rogers Hall. 

Reverend A. Graham Baldwin, School Minister at Phillips Academy at Andover, 
delivered an address which encouraged the graduating seniors both to smile and to 
contemplate. Judge Leggat, President of the Board of Trustees, then conferred the 
long-awaited diplomas. 

The presentation of the gift to the school by Anne Dennler, President of the 
Senior Class, was followed by a brief talk to the class by Mrs. MacGay. Next the 
awarding of both academic and extracurricular honors took place. 

The ceremony closed with the singing of the school song and the benediction. 

Students and their guests then proceeded to the dining room for the customary 
buffet luncheon. 


AWARDS AND HONORS 


The Underhill Honor — College Preparatory 
Diane Dubrule — Theodora Fisher 

Parsons Award — General Course 
Ann Burrows 

Honor Roll — Average 85 c /c or above 
Ann Burrows Theodora Fisher Elisa Sleeper 

Catherine Craig Pamela Grinnell Joan Winer 

Diane Dubrule Louise Hart Linda Wolf 

Anne Hockmeyer 

Helen Hill Award — Lucy Page 

Athletic Cup — Margaret Ann Dixon 

Art Prize — Karen Thiele 

Honorable Mention — Susan Wilson 

Dramatics — Gail Stockwell 


Honorable Mention 

Mary Louise Argyle Johannah Dusseault Theodora Fisher 

Jennifer Bloomingdale Nancy Nevius 

Music Appreciation — Theodora Fisher - Jean Lindsay 

Honorable Mention 

Karen Hansen Barbara Smith Julie Upham 

Pamela Murray Linda Wolf 


Class — Theodora Fisher 


Current Events 


Honorable Mention 

Louise Hart Hal Maguire 

Anne Hockmeyer 


Assembly — Julis Hudson 

Carolyn Rockwell 
Julie Uphan 


Splinters Prize 
Poetry — Diane Dubrule 

D. B. 
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Engagements 

Deborah Hanson to Mr. John Leonard Rugo of Wellesley Hills, Massachusetts. 
Mr. Rugo attended Villanova University and served for two years in the United 
States Army. He is now a member of the senior class at Babson Institute. 

Estelle Heifetz to Mr. Jack C. Hayman of Malden, Massachusetts. Mr. Hayman 
is a graduate of New England College of Pharmacy where he was a member of Alpha 
Zeta Omega fraternity. A fall wedding is planned. 

Harriet Moore to Ensign Dana Karl Denault of Westport, Massachusetts. Ensign 
Denault attended the University of Michigan and was graduated from Boston Uni- 
versity in the Class of 1959. 

Marriages 

March 19, 1960 — Dorothy Hunter Higgons to Mr. Lawrence Willis Dunham, 
Jr., in Larchmont, New York. Mr. and Mrs. Dunham are at home at 81 Overlook 
Place, Rye, New York. 

June 4, 1960 — Judith Kochs to Mr. Nelson Shaw in Chicago, Illinois. Mr. 
Shaw was graduated with highest honors from Rutgers University and from Harvard 
Graduate School of Business. At Rutgers he was awarded the Alumni Outstanding 
Student Award. He is associated with the Jewel Tea Company in Chicago. The 
Shaws are at home at 1159 Waukegan Road, Deerfield, Illinois. 

June 11, 1960 — Margarita Filer to Mr. Eric Ostergaard in Erie, Pennsylvania. 

June 27, 1960 — Turner Baker to Mr. Charles David Broil in Rochester, Minne- 
sota. 

July 2, 1960 — Anne Rolfe to Lieutenant George Paul Kingston in Marblehead, 
Massachusetts. Lieutenant Kingston is an alumnus of Mount Hermon School and 
was graduated from Colgate University in 1959 where he was a member of Phi Kappa 
Psi. The Kingstons will live in Pensacola, Florida, where he is stationed for the present. 
Harriet Moore was one of Anne’s bridesmaids 
Births 

A son, Paul Scott, to Mr. and Mrs. Paul Plunkett (Martha Milan) on March 17, 
1960. 

A son, John Drake, Jr., to Mr. and Mrs. John D. Nichols (Virginia Miner) on 
March 21, 1960. 

A son, Marc William, to Mr. and Mrs. Richard Bartick (Cecelia Smith) on 
April 28, 1960. The Barticks are living in El Paso, Texas, where their address is 2624 
Morehead Avenue, Apartment #6. 

Deaths 

Villette Burchard Hastings on October 22, 1958. 

Claudia Phelps on June 24, 1959. 

Amy Curtis Romero-Hermoso in Santiago, Chile, South America, on July 26, 
1959. 

Beatrice Walker Fletcher in Springfield, Massachusetts, on May 8, 1960. 

Eleanor Paul in Sherborn, Massachusetts, on June 5, 1960. 

General 

As you all know through Mrs. MacGay’s recent letter to the alumnae, we are 
planning to issue a new register this year. Naturally we have received, via your cards, 
countless new addresses which, for the most part, we will not attempt to mention here 
as they will appear in the new register when that tremendous job has been accomplish- 
ed. Some alumnae have written letters giving additional news about therselves and 
others as well as changes of addresses. These we shall record in this issue. 

One of these letters was from Ann Cook Nelson. She and her husband, John, 
have moved from Worcester, Massachusetts, to 1419 Forest Avenue, Evanston, 
Illinois, as John was transferred this spring to the Chicago office of his firm. Ann 
writes that they love the mid-west and consider themselves very fortunate to be liv- 
ing in a fabulous coach house right on Lake Michigan. She has a job with National 
Merit Scholarship Corporation where she is having fun as she spends the greater part 
of each day giving away Mr. Ford’s money to worthy souls! 


Mary Holden Eastman has done a bit of traveling. She was unable to come to 
Founder’s Day this year as she was on a long trip to the West Coast with her husband, 
Roger. She wrote that last year they visited Kathryn Redway Brown and her hus- 
band, Charles, in their home in Houston, Texas, and had a wonderful time with 
them. As this goes to press, the Browns are moving to Florida as Charles is retiring. 

In February Cherry Powers Buhl wrote that her husband’s tour of duty with the 
United States Army would be over in a week’s time. They loved being in California 
and adored the little house they had rented at Pebble Beach, but both Cherry and 
Howie would be happy to be at home again in Michigan. They now live at 382 
Lakeland Avenue in Grosse Pointe. 

Miriam (better known as “Bunny”) Rand Dunn and her husband, Eric, are 
living at 123 McQueen Street, Sumter, South Carolina. They have a son, Eric, who 
is about a year old now. Eric, Sr., and his cousin have gone into business for them- 
selves in the nursery and landscaping field and their prospects of success are very good, 
Bunny writes. She is enthusiastic about the town of Sumter, too, as a place to live. 

Two further members of last year’s graduating class have been on the Dean’s 
List at their respective colleges: Susan Shwartz at Boston University and Julie 
Vaughan at Marymount College. We are extremely proud of them. 

Lillis Towle Jordan wrote that while in Florida this spring she met Virginia 
Thompson McElewee. We also heard from Virginia and her letter told us that she 
was in Florida with Anne Keith Bond and Pauline Goodnow Blackall. Of course they 
had a marvellous time together. We are sorry to learn from her letter that Virginia’s 
husband, “Mac,” died three years ago. 

Margaret Wood was here for Founder’s Day this year. She spoke at the luncheon, 
fascinating one and all, but particularly the members of Kava Club, as she was the 
club’s first president. Margaret had many highly amusing memories of her life at 
Rogers Hall which she told in a most interesting manner. She has kept up her athletic 
activities in Marblehead, Massachusetts, where she lives, as she bowls, plays golf, and 
sails her boat — and has a wonderful time doing all these things! 

Ann Edge Carter now lives at 5211 Norway Drive, Chevy Chase, Maryland. Her 
husband, Harry, is still working very hard as the General Counsel of the United States 
Information Agency. His work concerns the legal problems connected with such 
programs as the Voice of America and Motion Picture Services. Occasionally it is 
necessary for him to make overseas trips. The Carters have two children, an ener- 
getic little boy who is nearly three years old and a ten months old baby girl. 

When she wrote this spring, Priscilla Babson Butterfield was in Pensacola, Florida, 
where her husband, John, is in Navy flight training, but by next Founder’s Day the 
Butterfields hope to be stationed in Brunswick, Maine. They feel that they are having 
a wonderful experience to be living for a time in the South, but they prefer New 
England. As Priscilla says, there are fewer lizards and cockroaches in the North! 

We have learned from Emily Ann Cowles Hutson that Julia Hutson Secor is 
living in Lansing, Michigan, where her husband, George, attends the Michigan State 
College! Emily Ann’s life is a busy one as she has two boys, one five and the other 
four years old. She also devotes much of her time to church and civic work. 

Faith Harrington Cook, who lives in Sandwich, Massachusetts, was very busy 
this spring preparing for the opening of the Sandwich Glass Museum of which she 
has been curator for the past six years. Faith had a lovely time last summer as her 
son, his wife, and their four children visited her from Chile, South America, where he 
is a member of the staff in the development of a new mine, El Salvador, by the Ana- 
conda Copper Company. 

Early in May Dorothy Kessinger Jessup left by plane for Europe. She landed in 
Paris, planned, as she put it, to see a little bit of a lot of places, and as this goes to 
press, she should be flying back to New York over the Polar route from London. It 
sounds like a delightful trip! 

We are sorry to learn that Virginia Tutweiler Hosher has been ill for the past 
year. Fortunately she is on the road to recovery now. Virginia has a position at the 
Norwegian Lutheran Children’s Home in Chicago, Illinois. She takes care of eight 
girls whose ages range from ten to fourteen years. They are all from broken homes 
and Virginia loves helping them. 


Betsy Hance Starkey writes that she is the mother of four boys — the oldest grad- 
uated from Princeton this June — the smallest is in kindergarten! As Betsy’s husband, 
Austin, is in the farming-vegetable business, they follow the sun. We agree with Betsy 
that it must be a most pleasant life. .When she wrote, they were in Delray Beach, 
Florida. 

Another alumna now living in the South is Myrna McElhiney. Myrna, having 
graduated from Sargent, is now taking the In-Service Training Program for Graduate 
Physical Therapists at the Georgia Warm Springs Foundation. She says that it is a 
marvellous rehabilitation center and she has had many rewarding experiences. She 
will complete this course at about Christmas time, when Myrna will return to Massa- 
chusetts. Eventually, however, she hopes to go to Vallejo, California, to take another 
graduate course in Neuro-muscular Facilitation Techniques. By the time she finishes 
her studies, she should know all there is to know in this particular field. 

Elaine Putnam Bailey and her family are having a most interesting experience 
while living in Germany. They are on the last lap of a three-year tour of duty for 
her husband, Thomas. Therefore, Elaine hopes to be here for Founder’s Day next 
May. During their children’s spring vacation this year, the Baileys toured a section of 
the country which included, among other interesting places, the Pied Piper’s house in 
Hamelin and Sleeping Beauty’s Castle at Salsburg. They are living now in Hanan, 
which was the home of the Grimm brothers. It all sounds like a fairy tale! 

Mary Hussey Mandell has a full-time job as Medical Record Librarian in the 
Plymouth Hospital, Plymouth, Massachusetts. Mary has three married daughters and 
one granddaughter born last August, who, naturally, is the apple of her eye. Last 
summer Mary bought a house in Barnstable on Cape Cod. This summer she will 
commute to Plymouth, but eventually, when she retires, she will give up her home in 
Plymouth and live in Barnstable permanently. 

Nina Lindenberg spent her spring vacation from the University of New Mexico 
with the Mountain Climbing Club on a trip to Canyon de Chelly in Arizona. They 
did a lot of climbing and hiking and, of course, camped out — with a freezing temp- 
erature at night ! 

Alice Coburn Nottage is a member of the Studio Guild in Winchester, Massachu- 
setts. She has had a goodly number of paintings exhibited. She writes that she paints 
in oil and her work is not modern ! 

Through the efforts of Sandra Eager Methven, Lynne Patrick Griggs, and Janice 
Smith Post eleven members of the Class of 1950 came to Founder’s Day for their tenth 
reunion. It truly represented a great desire to be together again, as several of them 
came from considerable distances. Sandy’s home is not too far away as she lives in 
Concord, New Hampshire, but Lynne’s home is in Peekskill, New York, and Jan’s in 
Cheshire, Connecticut. The member of the class who travelled the furthest to be here 
was Cynthia Mooberry Bartholomew as she came from Honolulu, Hawaii! Barbara 
Fletcher Grant drove on from Bay City, Michigan, and Margarita Filer Ostergaard 
from Erie, Pennsylvania. The other members of the class who were here were Libby 
Filer Anderson, who lives in Belmont, Massachusetts; Taffy Butman Keefe of Edge- 
wood, Rhode Island; Sue Heyer Dore of Litchfield, Connecticut; Marilyn Cashman 
Nahas, who now lives in Englewood, New Jersey; and Carolyn Sylvestre Grotz of 
White Plains, New York. You can imagine what a wonderful time they had and how 
much fun it was for all of us to have them here. At luncheon they had a table ar- 
ranged so that they could be together and the girls in school had made appropriate 
decorations for it in order to greet them. Many of them had dinner together that 
night before the reunion broke up and several spent the night in our new faculty “re- 
treat.” This is in the other half of Mrs. MacGay’s house. Our music department 
occupies part of the first floor, but there is still room for a dining room and kitchen 
for the use of the faculty. On the second floor there is a living room and three bed- 
rooms. It is a great addition to our physical plant, much appreciated by members of 
the faculty, and a perfect spot for visiting alumnae. We feel that it would be a fine 
thing if other classes would follow in the footsteps of the Class of 1950. We’d love to 
have you! 

We were so sorry to learn that Anthy Gorton has not been well for sometime. Per- 
haps some of you would like to write to her at her present address. It is The Mar 
Salle Nursing Home, 1855 Wyoming Avenue, Washington, D.C. 


Ruth Nitchelm Armstrong and her husband, Meylert, have come back to New 
England from Newport News, Virginia. They have found a nice house in Lexington, 
Massachusetts, at 365 Concord Avenue, and already are quite well settled. Ruth says 
they have started a garden and have a pheasant and two bunnies running around 
that just appeared one day! While in Virginia Ruth had a busy life as she worked a 
twelve-hour shift in a hospital. 

Gladys Kleeman Lazarus is justifiably proud of her husband, Ralph. As chair- 
man of the subcommittee on education of the Committee for Economic Development, 
he wrote a summary of their findings called “We Can Have Better Schools,” which 
was well received. He also lectured on this subject this spring. 

A letter from Asenath Mitchell Whiteford tells us that she ran into Patti Foos 
Whitelaw in Baton Rouge, Louisiana, recently and was thrilled when she recognized 
her immediately after not having seen her for thirty-eight years! Asenath lives in 
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, and Patti in Charleston, South Carolina, so they met on 
“foreign” ground. 

It was too bad that a very important event — the birth of her second baby — 
prevented Susie Fisher Bennett from coming to Rogers Hall to see her sister, Teddy, 
graduate this June. We were certainly sorry not to have her with us. Susie’s husband, 
John, was graduated from Yale this year. In the fall the Bennetts will leave New 
Haven and go to the University of Michigan Law School as John has won a Wey- 
mouth-Kirkland scholarship for this university. They will live in the housing develop- 
ment for married students and, therefore, Susie is happy at the prospect of being near 
Julie Hutson Secor and Judy Kochs Shaw. 

Mrs. MacGay received a long letter from Mabel Laughton Gardner recently. 
For many years she was a teacher. Now, as her husband has died and she has not been 
too well, she lives in Charlton, Massachusetts, in the Masonic Home, which, she 
writes, is a most beautiful place where she is very comfortable and happy. 

Barbara Van Horne, who was graduated from Stephens College this year, has 
secured a position in New York City to teach in a kindergarten. 

We understand that Rogers Hall was represented among the graduates of the 
following colleges and junior colleges: Penny Allen from Northwestern University; 
Turner Baker from Hollins College; Wendy Carpenter from The Garland School; 
Patricia Chalmers and Diana Purdy from Endicott Junior College; Ellen Cook from 
Colby Junior College; Patricia Haass and Barbara Van Horne from Stephens College; 
Deborah Hanson and Bonney Herrmann from Centenary Junior College;; Rita La- 
montagne and Barbara Ann Morse from Skidmore College; Harriet Moore from 
Boston University; Josephine Ellen Pitt from Colorado College for Women; Gail 
Rockwell from The University of Missouri; Anne Rolfe from Elmira College; Gail 
Stainsby from Lake Erie College; and Betsie Wagner from Bennett College. 

Mary Agler Rice and her husband and son, Ben, have been living in Mexico 
since last October. “Pat” writes that it is a most fascinating country. Her first concern 
after their arrival was to go to language school as she spoke no Spanish. Therefore, 
she has been attending Institute Mexicano Norte Americano. Ben, aged seven and 
without benefit of any school, she writes, already speaks Spanish like a native, but, un- 
fortunately, she can’t say the same for herself. However, she manages to get along! 

We have just learned that Suzette Betts has owned and operated a decorating 
establishment called Studio Suzette for the past twelve years. It is in Scottsdale, Ari- 
zona, and the address is 52 East Main Street. Last summer, Evelyn Dimeling Fred- 
erick, who lives in Spokane, Washington, stopped to see Suzette at her vacation spot 
on the Oregon coast. 

Charlotte McDowell Burlington is excited over the new addition to her family — 
a twenty foot travel house trailer. The Burlingtons have many interesting trips plan- 
ned for the coming year. Charlotte hopes also to do volunteer work with The Family 
Service, The Guidance Clinic, which deals with psychiatric problems, or a similar 
agency. As a doctor’s wife, she has access to places and information not available to 
most people. She should be able to accomplish a great deal of good for it is a subject 
that is very dear to her heart. 


As this is written, we are looking forward with great eagerness and pride to the 
premiere performance of “Royal Enclosure,” a new comedy by Kieran Tunney, open- 
ing at the North Shore Music Theatre in Beverly, Massachusetts, on June 28. The 
stars of the play are Celeste Holm, Cathleen Nesbitt and Sandor Szabo, but our 
interest stems from the fact that Virginia Kiser is one of the featured members of 
the cast. Vicki had a small part in the television production of “Oliver Twist” this 
winter and has had roles in other plays, but this is her first big chance. The play will 
tour during the summer and expects to open on Broadway in the fall. We certainly 
wish her all the luck in the world! 

Many alumnae who contributed so generously both in the past and since Mrs. 
MacGay’s appeal this spring will be interested to know that their money is being used 
to good advantage. Already we have very beautiful gold-colored draperies in the 
drawing room. A lovely soft green rug and upholstery for the window-seat and a 
chair or two have been ordered and will be installed before school opens in September, 
making the room a truly gracious one. Most important of all, the hall wallpaper is 
in the process of being made right now in the Thomas Strahan factory. It will be 
exactly the same as you all have remembered it through the years. All of us here at 
school are so very grateful to you for helping to keep Rogers Hall looking as it should. 
Thank you again! 

You will also be interested to learn that Rogers Hall has received two bequests 
this year from alumnae. The first, which has already been turned over to the school, 
was left by Mr. Frank H. Kreuter of Drexel Hill, Pennsylvania, in memory of his wife, 
the late Elizabeth Suenderhauf Kreuter of the Class of 1914. The second bequest 
was in the will of Eleanor Paul, who was graduated from Rogers Hall in 1894, and 
whose recent death is reported in this issue. We are sure that each and everyone of 
you will be as grateful as we are for this tangible evidence of their devotion to Rogers 
Hall. 
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